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THE FAMILY SCAPEGRACE 



PREFATORY. 

SUPPOSE there has scarcely erer been anj 
large household, at any period of the world's 
history, so fortun&te as not to possess one 
mauvais tujet — one Disgrace to the Family : there have 
been households, such as Jacob's of old, wherein there 
have been ten Disgraces to two Credits, but that was 
an exceptional case. I speak within bounds, therefore, 
when I make use of the words of Mr. Wadsworth Long' 
fcUow— 

"Then ii no flock, howncr watched ind tended. 
But one Biack Sbnf a djerej 
There it do fimide, howe'ei ddeoded. 
But hith one ticanc chair," 

about whose ehould-be occupant there is a silence in the 
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domestic circle, and only an unpleasant whisper else- 
where. Like many other whispers, however, thb dicu- 
lates much more universally than any outspoken. report 
The name which we become most familiar with when we 
have made the acquaintance of his brethren — and often 
enough before we have made it — ^is poor Dick's. The 
Disgrace to the Family is generally a Dick. Godfathers 
and godmothers in one's baptism should look to this. 
Tom, too, is rather a dangerous sort of name to give a 
lad ; but Alexander is safe enough ; and as for James — I 
never even so much as heard of a James going wrong, 
except in the Stuart family. Nobody ever calls Dick, 
Richard — that is, " not since it happened, you know" — 
except his mother. '' My poor dear Richard," she says, 
when she speaks of him at rare times to his earthly 
father, and at all tiroes when she prays for him, as she 
does continually, to his Father which is in heaven« 
Dick has all the world against him except his mother 
and me. I always did like Dick, and always shall; a 
weakness which — ^being a James myself, and out of the 
reach of any possible sympathy with the young reprobate 
— ^is not a little creditable. " Well," say I, to the friends 
of the family, ''since you are always saying, 'He was 
bom bad, you see;' and as I know that he liad a 
bad name given to him at the baptismal font, would 
it not have been flying in the face of Predestination, if 
he had not ' turned out bad ' also ? Why, of course it 
would." 

Although people talk about "It," and "That bad 
business," it must be confessed that the youth is not often 
made a castaway for his first fault His usual course is 
to commit a long list of misdemeanours, culminating in 
some ofifence, which, although serious, would not of itself 
biive placed him outside the pale qf forgiveness. I ha%^ 
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known a young gentleman's character to be irreproach* 
able up to the age of fourteen years, at which epoch he 
committed an atrocious and unextenuated child-murder; 
but he was not a favourite of mine either before or after 
that event, and his Christian name (or what is accustomed 
to pass for such in Wales, his native country) was Cad- 
wallader. Hcy however, be pleased to observe, was by no 
means a Black Sheep — ^which may, after all, be merely a 
healthy variety of the species — ^but one that had an evil 
disease in him, fatal to all his kind — ^the Rot; not in 
the foot, indeed, as in the quadruped's case, but at his 
heart 

The Black Sheep proper (which, however, is an adjective 
but rarely applicable to him) is often only black outside; 
of an external appearance obviously objectionable indeed, 
but; within, very tolerable mutton. 

I have in my time known not a few of these unfor- 
tunates, and my kindliness towards them has led several 
(they being confiding creatures, who always wear their 
hearts upon their sleeves, of which circumstance the 
daws take great advantage) to reveal to me the history 
of their lives. Out of which several narratives I am 
about to compile the following biography, for the good 
of my species (as well as for other reasons which need 
not be here set down) ; just as the warning beacon-fire, 
lit upon some wave-firetted promontory on stormy nights, 
is not made up of a single tree, marked firom the first for 
such a purpose by the cruel axe, but out of many. If, 
in one single bark, bearing full sail upon the fatal breakers, 
the careless steersman shall perceive its flame, and seize 
the flapping helm while there is time, thereby preservmg 
ship and cargo, it will be well indeed : but if, evoked by 
this tiny danger-signal, one life-boat, that would else have 
lain securely in harbour, be induced to put out to the 
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driving vessel, and give her aid, ere she become an utter 
wreck, it will be better still A little help is often all she 
needs, although she looks in such a sad plight to us, on 
land. And for endeavour of this sort, be sure, wnether 
it succeed or not, the rescuer may count for certain on 
one day gettmg salvage. 




CHAPTER L 



A FAMILY GROUP. 




ICHARD ARBOUR was the fifth child and the 
third son of parents who considered their quiver 
sufficiently stocked with that sort of missile 
before his advent, which, moreover, occurred somewhat 
unexpectedly. The wind of a not particularly joyfiil 
dawn blew free in the silken sail of his infancy, three 
weeks or so before that little shallop was expected upon 
the great ocean of life. The hypocrisy of "Welcome^ 
Little Stranger," would not perhaps have been inscribed 
upon his pincushion, no matter what notice of his arrival 
might have been vouchsafed beforehand, but, as it was, 
there were absolutely not enough pins ; there was a total 
insufficiency of flannel : and, as for his cradle, it was a 
something knocked up out of his eldest brother's wheel- 
barrow (who never forgave that appropriation of his 
property), and looked, even when it was fitted up, and 
en grande teniUy a great deal more like an Indian 
''tikinigan" than a Christian bassinette. His mother, 
poor thing, was glad perhaps to look upon his little 
mottled carcass ; but nobody who had met his papa at 
2 A.M on that gusty December morning at the doctor's 
door, with his silk umbrella blown inside out, and one 
shoe and one slipper on, would have dreamed of con- 
gratulating Mm. 



6 Richard Arb(nit. 

How difiterently does Paterfamilias treat the first &nd 
5fth of these post-nuptial incidents I In the former case 
" our medical man," not yet become "our family doctor/' 
is warned to keep himself from distant journeys, in an- 
ticipation of the important event; while that awful 
woman with the bundle — for we never yet saw one of 
her class with box or bag — ^is welcomed into the house, 
like the monster horse into Troy, bringing subjugation 
and desolation with her for weeks and weeks before it is 
absolutely necessary. Then the husband — ^not yet Head 
of the Family — banished once more into Bachdordom 
and a turn-up bedstead, starts up o' nights with night-cap 
behind ear, and thinks he is wanted to fetch Dr. Babbi- 
combe a score of times before the real occasion, which 
commonly takes place when he is out of the way; spend- 
ing an hour, perhaps, with some fnend of his youth, and 
a cigar — ^an accident which afBicts the new-made father 
with the acutest pangs of conscience. But when such an 
affair has happened four times already. Paterfamilias 
takes it quieter a good deal : doesn't see any particular 
cause for hurry; declines to devote his mansion to Lucina 
until the last extremity; and (as we have seen) has event- 
ually not even time to select his shoes of swiftness. 

Mr. Benjamin Arbour was a tender-hearted husband, 
too, and in his ardent anxiety, scarcely felt the cold at all 
until he had reached home again, when getting into a 
damp bed in the attic chamber — for there was no fire for 
him to sit up by anywhere, except where his presence 
was forbidden — ^he became conscious that, as a gentleman 
subject to spitting of blood from the lungs, he had not 
been doing an entirely prudent thing. His teeth chat- 
tered so when Dr. Babbicombe came up to tell him the 
news, that that physician ascribed the phenomenon to 
marital anxiety, and at once hastened to allay it 
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'< It*s all right, Mr. Arbour,** exclaimed he, cheerfully : 
**itfs all right, and it isn't twins." 

''Is it a bub-bub-bub-bub?" inquired the father, as 
though his teeth were castanets. 

"Yes, it's a boy," replied the doctor, in a tone of 
commiseration. 

" That's just like my luck," quoth the disgusted parent: 
^ they cost just twice as much as girls, and I have to teach 
'em." 

Mr. Benjamin Arbour might have spared himself thil 
last reflection, for he was not fated to become tutor to 
his fifth offspring at all. The damp attic and the slip- 
pered foot together were too much for the poor gentle- 
man, and he was carried off by consumption within a few 
weeks of the birth of his third boy. Our hero may 
therefore be said to have commenced his career in this 
world by committing parricide. That was the view his 
eldest brother and sister — ^Adolphus and Maria — always 
took of it These were not nice young people. Adol- 
phus had an enormous mouth, without any lips, sandy 

hair, sandy whisk but that is anticipating matters — 

white-brown complexion, and green eyes; or, at least, 
one of them was a good deal more green than hazeL 
Maria had black hair and a yellow skin, but she had one 
mind in common with her brother, and therefore it may 
be easily imagined that they were not very weU provided 
in that respect . We are but too often apt to speak of 
persons' minds as being " bad," when the more applicable 
term by far would be '' incomplete." Our young friends 
above alluded to possessed several mental gifts: the 
talents forgetting and for keeping; determination, per- 
severance, and (in particular) humility to their social 
superiors ; while their prudence was so remarkable, that 
al^ough the bump of that oigan must have been tre- 
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mendous (if die science of phrenology is worth a mo- 
ment's attention) on both their heads, they concealed all 
evidence of the matter from the outward world. Some 
other virtues however — not without value in many eyes 
— ^were, as it b written in the Modem Athens, quite 
" amissing ; " especially those connected with the affec« 
tions, which were in their case confined to that powerful 
passion which some philosophers assert to be the motive 
cause of all good works — namely, Self-love. It may, we 
are aware, be uiged, that these matters should be artisti- 
cally made to disclose themselves during the course of this 
history, but we think that in so doing we should treat our 
public very scurvily; for would it be right to suffer these 
two persons, throughout I don't yet know how many 
chapters, to impose upon them^ just as they tricked the 
world, until the very last^ in actual life? No. No Reader, 
however Gentle, would endure, after so many weeks of 
prostrate adoration of these idols, to be informed that 
their feet were, after all, but of the commonest clay, and 
(by a too obvious corollary) that he himself had been but 
a benighted worshipper. 

Johnnie Arbour, the second boy, with his apple-cheeks 
and beady eyes, was a good-natured lad enough — so long 
as you did not vex him. He would never covet nor desire 
another boy's toys, nor permit another boy to get beyond 
coveting his. Having considerable independence of 
character, and not being desirous of a playmate — Brother 
Dolly, perhaps having given him an unfavourable opinion 
of that sort of article — ^he had not been anxious for the 
new arrival ; but since he had made his appearance, he 
was prepared to put up with him^ as with the multiplica- 
tion table, stale bread on Monday mornings, the transitoiy 
nature of lollipops, or any other necessary evil 

But Margaret, "rare pale Margaret," our Maggie, every* 
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body's Maggie (ah, how Dick's manner used to change 
when he spoke to us of her and of his mother I No angiy 
scorn about him then, and with the voice that had grown 
hoarse with paying back scorn for scorn to half the world, 
become as soft and gentle as a woman's !) — Maggie, we 
say, haUed " ittle buddy's " advent with rapture, holding 
it highest treat to stand afar ofif and see him in his tub — 
poor papa's foot-bath — or to be suffered to delicately dint 
his cheek with her tiny finger. Maggie was frail as a 
lily, and almost as white ; but if any mortal creature, from 
King Herod to a sausage-maker, had threatened to harm 
that baby, she would have drawn bodkin, and done battle 
to the death. 

As for our hero's mother, we are introduced to the 
sweet lady at an evil time, when the gentle eyes are red 
with weeping, and the delicate frame is tried with watch- 
ing ; but she is fair, as Maggie's mother should be, even 
yet. Her only earthly consolation, now that the dark 
shadow of death has crossed the threshold, and points to- 
wards the lover of her youth — ^the sharer of life's hopes 
and fears, so long, that all existence that has been passed 
by her away from him seems but as a dream — is her new- 
bom infant As he lies, after the manner of the luxurious 
ancients, upon his ivory couch, and takes his meals re- 
cliningly, he little knows what eyes of holiest love are 
feeding on him in their turn. 

Oh well-defended babe, that hast by night and day a 
sentinel not all the treasures of the world could bribe to 
do thee wrong, and whose Angel stands before the very 
throne of Heaven, sleep on while yet secure, with thy 
small hand curled like a rose-leaf beneath thy mother's 
breast 1 



B 




CHAPTER IL 

FATHERLESS, 

|T has been suggested to us that while mention* 
ing some characteristics of the Arbour family, 
we have yet been guilty of a very serious 
omission. For all that has been told at present, they 
may have belonged to one of the vulgarest classes of 
society, and consequently have been altogether beneath 
human — that is to say, properly constituted human — 
interest Let us hasten, therefore, to set this matter in 
its correct light while there is yet time. At the risk, and 
indeed the certainty, of cutting off electrical relations 
with a considerable number of readers, whose sensi- 
bilities we have no desire to shock, and whose well- 
cultivated hair we would on no account cause to stand 
on end by bringing them face to face with persons of 
" small means " — at the risk, we repeat, of diminishing 
our audience by emptying the Dress-circle and the Stalls 
at the very outset, we confess, once for all, that the 
Arbours were not and never had been "carriage people." 
But on the other hand, ladies and gentlemen of the Pit 
and Galleries, neither were they merely "genteel" or 
** respectable." The Arbours were a round or two in the 
social ladder zbov^you^ oh middle classes! and therefor^ 
as we conclude, not by any means unworthy of your in- 
terest and sympathy. 
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Mr. Benjamin Arbour, now struggling hopelessly with 
consumption, was in the receipt of five hundred a year or 
so \ but that income was, alas ! so peculiarly his own that 
it ceased with his life. He filled abo a perhaps respon- 
sible and certainly mysterious office committed to him by 
the government of his native country. He was an 
Authorised Commissioner for witnessing the Deeds of 
Married Women. Whether the duties of this post are, 
in reality, so disgracefully inquisitorial as its name would 
imply, we do not know, but we may be certain that Mr. 
Arbour had his consort's full permission to discharge 
them. He had had probably about as few secrets in- 
trusted to him throughout his life as anybody — for men, 
composed one half of quicksilver and the other half of 
the milk of human kindness, are known to be but in- 
different repositories for such things — and he had cer- 
tainly never had a single secret firom his wife. They had 
been married nearly fifteen years, and nevertheless could 
scarcely be termed middle-aged people. It would be 
no exaggeration to say that until now, when he found 
himself dying, he had never once seriously regretted the 
having wedded Letitia Banks. The imprudent Boy and 
Girl, as they had been called, had been very happy to- 
gether for those three lustrums, in spite of all good- 
natured prophecies to the contrary. 

Ingram Arbour, the merchant — elder and only brother 
to Benjamin — ^had even predicted their final settlement 
in the workhouse of their native district in Devonshire, 
and he was a man who had a reputation for judgment 
too. He also had been left a life-interest in a sum of 
money which secured him five hundred a year, and per- 
haps possessed it still — ^unless it had been advantageously 
disposed of— but that was a mere nothing in comparison 
with his present possessions. He had not found himself 

B2 
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hampered with a wife and family in the second holidays 
after he had left schooL He had not bought a cottage — 
the one redeeming circumstance connected with which in 
his eyeSy was, that it was on the bank of a river, which 
might perhaps afford accidental provision for surplus 
children — nor buried himself in the country, like a talent 
laid up in a napkin, accumulating nothing but small* 
change. It was the contemplation of that small-change 
that chiefly troubled poor Benjamin now, and made him 
almost wish that he had remained a bachelor. He had 
fsiith in a good Providence, and did not doubt that a 
Raven of some sort would be sent to feed those hungry 
mouths ; but he would certainly have preferred to have 
felt himself more deeply connected with the Eagle. That 
was the name of the Assurance Office from which one 
thousand pounds would be due to the family after his 
death, besides which there were two thousand pounds of 
Leety*s own, and that was all. 

" I wish, dearest," gasped he, as she was smoothing 
his pillow upon the very last day that she ever had that 
loving office to perform for him — " I do so wish that it 
was more." He spoke so low that even the ear of love 
failed to catch his meaning ; but Leety heard the word 
" wish," and all her faculties were at once devoted to find 
out what this desire of the d3ring man might be. 
" Do you wish to see our children, Benjy dear ? " 
She had called him by that fond title ever since thai 
walk upon the purj^le Devon moorland far away and long 
ago, where they two had plighted their troth. What a 
miracle of strength and beauty he had then seemed to 
her, and now this ghastly shadow was all that remained 
of him, itself about to flit into the darkness of Death ! 
Yet, be sure, he was never so dear to her before. Not if 
she could have lived her life again, at that moment, would 
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she have spent it otherwise as regarded that departing 
day. She would hav^ chosen no other than he though 
this end had been foreshown from the beginning. Not one 
of the wretched minutes which yet remained to her to 
watch that still loving ^ce would she have bartered for 
centuries of Paradise. 

"Do you wish to see our children, Benjy, dear?" 
He neither spoke nor stirred, but his eyes, which were 
yet dear and even brilliant, and that watched her every 
motion, replied : " Yes, dearest" 

Adolphus and Maria, Johnnie and Maggie, were 
marched in therefore — the two latter hand in hand, for 
Ihey were smitten with vague terror, understanding only 
that that Something was impending whose coming had 
kept the house so still for weeks. But the eyes said; 
"There is yet another, Leety;" and No. 5 was trans- 
ferred from the nursery to his mother's arms, who for this 
once, however, regarded him not, nor sealed his infant 
eydids with her lips. The two eldest children were tall 
enough to lean over the bedside and salute for the last 
time their father's forehead; an operation which they per- 
formed in a very rapid and energetic manner, much as a 
superstitious dealer at whist hastens to tap the trump 
card as soon as it is turned up, for luck. Johnnie, with 
his ruddy apple-face turned to the colour of a lemon, 
climbed up the bed, and said, "Good-bye, father,** in 
compliance with his mother's whisper, dutifully enough. 
But little Maggie lay by her father's side in an agony of 
grief, and covered his grisly chin with tears and kisses. 

There was no need for any farewell between those two, 
who had been acting, saying, thinking nothing but fare- 
wells since Dr. Babbicombe had said in his firm, kind 
voice : " I can do nothing further, my good friend, now; 
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but pray for you ; " but as Leety stooped down over him 
to put her baby's cheek to his mouth, that he too in after- 
years might know that his father had kissed him, her 
husband, reminded by that action perhaps of that which 
had been oppressing his mind before, murmured once 
again: ^'I wish, Leety, I do so wish that it was 
more." 

" What does he mean ? What does your father mean ? " 
cried she appealingly, for nothing was more distant from 
her own thoughts than that which was agitating his. 

On this, Maria whispered something to Adolphus, and 
straightway that young gentleman observed, in spite of her 
evident reluctance to have her remark repeated : " Please 
mamma, Maria thinks papa is wishing that he could leave 
us some more money." 

This young lady of ten years old did indeed possess 
a great sagacity, and even, as we have seen, considerable 
modesty in the exhibition of it ; and yet there was some- 
thing uncomfortably just in the remark which nurse 
Rachael subsequently made in the servants' hall, when 
describing the above scene in her master's death-chamber: 
" 'Twas an odd thing for such a mere child to have been 
thinking of money, at a time like that, too ! " 

The above wish was the last idea that Mr. Arbour 
lived to express, and in a few more minutes there was no 
protector left to poor Leety and her offspring, save Him 
who makes the Widow and the Fatherless his peculiar 
care. The bereft devoted woman would not easily have 
been persuaded, perhaps, to leave that precious clay — 
would have watched by the casket half the night, though 
her jewel lay in the place where thieves break not 
through nor steal — ^but that a tiny cry arose from No. 5, 
reminding her that there was a duty and a joy, in this 
world yet 
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For a week, there was a silence throughout the cottage 
by the river, only broken by sad sounds. The clock 
ticked on the stairs more solemnly, as though it were 
discoursing upon matters graver than Time ; the stairs 
creaked under muffled footsteps ; the servants conversed 
in muffled tones. Once only a laugh broke forth from 
the kitchen, arising from some inadvertent domestic, and 
immediately reproved by a " For shame, Jane, don't yott 
remember what has happened i " and succeeded by tears; 
and once a prolonged and hearty howl issued from 
Master Johnnie, who had been very foolishly forbidden 
by nurse Rachel to spin his humming-top, in considera* 
tion of the domestic calamity which had befallen him. 

After that weary week, the early summer sun again 
shone into that reopened chamber, as full of light and 
warmth as ever, though it seemed not so to her who lay 
upon the widowed bed, and the memory of the dead man 
faded fast away from every heart save one, as the dark« 
ness dwindles before the dawn. Another life had begun 
to fill the place of that which had departed, and to the 
end that it should do so worthily, they carried it in 
gorgeous cap and flowing linen, to abjure the pomps and 
vanities of the world at the baptismal font In a word, 
No. 5, who had as yet been only registered, was diris- 
tened, and was named — as Steele, and Savage, and half 
the scapegraces of the world had been named before him 
— ^Richard, the long for Dick. 




CHAPTER III. 

' UNCLE INGRAM. 

|R. INGRAM ARBOURS estimation of his sen. 
timental brother's prudence and sagacity had 
not been, as we have seen, a high one ; and 
he had expressed an unpleasant foreboding concerning that 
family, between whom and the workhouse of their native 
parish only some three thousand pounds did now in 
reality intervene : but the astute merchant had miscalcu- 
lated matters in one very important particular. He had 
taken it for granted that Benjamin, who was his junior by 
many years, would outlive him. He had prophesied 
future misfortunes with all the unction of a Mettemich, 
under the comfortable impression that the Deluge would 
take place after his own time. But Benjamin being dead, 
Uncle Ingram was become the natural guardian of his 
widow and children ; a position which his sturdy sense of 
right caused him to accept at once and unsolicited. This 
respectable Christian merchant, therefore, found himself 
in a worse predicament than any of those ancient Jews 
whose piety compelled them to marry their childless 
sisters-in-law. He had to maintain Mrs. Benjamin 
Arbour without marrying her, as well as her children, 
from No. I to No. 5 inclusive. Except, therefore, for his 
great reputation for caution, he might just as well have 
married when his brother did, and Lave begotten half-a- 
dozen children of his own. 
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Ihis reflection was scarcely a soothing one, even if Mr* 
Ingram Arbour had been capable of being soothed by a 
reflection — ^which he was not He was a man who did 
his duty, but without, by any means, denying himself the 
pleasure of grumbling at it He would give, and largely^ 
to whomsoever he judged to have a just claim upon him, 
but he could not be said to be a cheerful giver. Be- 
nevolence was with him a mere business transaction, 
effected out of oflice-hours, and any act of it had no 
more accompaniment of delicacy or kindness from him, 
than if it had been the discounting of a biU. He took 
things, in general, and prided himself in doing so, for 
"what they were worth" — ^by which he meant rather 
what they would "fetch," if exposed for sale. He was 
not, in short, quite the man to be selected to say grace 
before an indifierent dinner, and far less after one ; and 
that he openly thanked God for having blessed him in 
the basket and in the store, was the more praiseworthy, 
since he had a secret conviction that his success had been 
entirely owing to his own sagacity. 

Such was the man who was seated in the litde drawing- 
room of Rose Cottage on a certain July evening after 
Dick's christening ; and we are introduced to him at a 
most favourable time, for he had just dined, and dined 
well, and had within him a bottle of poor Benj/s best 
port, which the widow had carefully selected for him. 
She had done so with no intention beyond that of hospi* 
tality, but Uncle Ingram was far too clever to believe it 
" Mrs. B. is not such a fool as she looks," was the doubt- 
ful compliment he had conferred in his own mind upon 
that lady; although he did not spurn the supposed 
medium of conciliation by any means. On the contrary, 
he had set the last glass of it between the light and his 
own eyes in an admiring manner, with various guttural 
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noises expressive of approval, and only qualified a satis* 
factory smack of the lips when it was done, by muttering 
an anxious hope that his deceased brother had paid for 
it After which, he had risen from the table, pulled 
up his shirt-collar, cleared his throat, in preparation for 
the business statement he was come down from town to 
enter upon, corrugated his eyebrows, in order to forbid 
contradiction, and joined his expectant sister-in-law in 
the drawing-room. 

This was a bow-windowed apartment, with the three 
sashes at present thrown open — ^for it was a somewhat 
oppressive, though lovely evening — ^and the pleasant 
breeze from the river brought through them the beat of 
oars, from the frequent pleasure boats coming from or 
returning to the neighbouring town, and even the splash 
of the fish, as they leaped out of the smooth but rapid 
current 

A little island, fringed with willows, immediately 
fronted the cottage, hiding from it the main channel, the 
noise of whose passing barges and bargees came mellowed 
and expurgated by distance ; while in the near stream, a 
punt lay moored, filled with quiet anglers; and three 
milk-white swans now pruned their feathers, and now ex- 
hibited themselves with their heads under water, and their 
opposite extremities, like gigantic lily-buds perpendicu- 
larly in air. In the foregroimd, six clean stone steps led 
from the mid-window to a sloping lawn, tenninating in a 
wooden terrace, on which were some half-dozen flower- 
baskets full of red geraniums, and a sun-dial, curiously 
carved. It was a charming scene, but one which did not 
jar the less on that account on him who now beheld it 
He did not see it for the first time, it is true, since he had 
more than once visited the cottage — under protest, and 
always with sundry expressions of contempt foi that fairy 
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bower — but its quiet beauty had never struck him so 
deeply before. 

"What right," thought he, " had that brother of mine^ 
with his large family and small income, to have such a 
place as this? How much better it is than that great 
dingy house of my own in Golden Square. Those flower- 
baskets must have cost a pretty penny when they were 
new, I reckon. If / had the right of fishing in this water, 
rd startle those poaching vagabonds out in tliat punt 
there, pretty quick. That island must be worth some- 
thing when it isn't under water, which it is six months of 
the year or so, I believe ; but it's no good asking Mrs. R 
whether osiers are up or not just now, I dare say. If 
that swan has cygnets bom upon it, I should like to know 
who claims, the proprietor of the land, or the London 
Company? I dare say, Benjamin never tried that 
question." 

"Brother Ingram," observed a musical but melan- 
choly voice, breaking in upon these romantic meditations, 
" will you take a cup of tea now, or will you smoke 
a cigar ? You must not mind me, you know : my dear 
Benjy often used to smoke here in evenings such as this.'* 

"So much the worse for him, Madam," returned 
Ingram Arbour ; " I dare say he hastened his end by that 
deleterious practice. I am sure he helped to ruin him- 
self by it — ^to ruin himself. Madam." 

By the repetition of the word "ruin," and by conjuring 
up before his mind's eye a vision of poverty and destitu- 
tion, Mr. Arbour contrived to convince himself that he 
was behaving with a sternness only proportionate to the 
circumstances of the case ; just as one might call up the 
atrocities of Delhi or Cawnpore, to justify one's self 
for committing an unprovoked assault upon a Hindu 
crossing-sweeper. 
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Theidea of impecuniosity always stirred Mr. Ingram 
Arboui's bile, just as that of cruelty or oppression arouses 
the indignation of less commercial persons. 

"Why, good Heavens, Madam," continued he, worked 
up into a sort of temporary jaundice by these judicious 
reflections, " that man ought to have died worth five-and- 
twenty thousand pounds, if he had not been an idiot 
That b to say, I mean," added he, observing a faint flush 
to rise in his sister-in-law's cheeks, "if he had not been 
so unbusiness-like and careless. It was not my aflair 
of course, and I always make it a point not to meddle 

with other people's af Hi, you fellows in that punt,' 

roared Mr. Ingram Arbour, interrupting himself with a 
jerk, and approaching the window, "how do you dare to use 
a net in this water, you poaching scoundrels ? Upon my 
sacred word of honour, Mrs. Arbour, they are using a net 1" 

" Hush, Brother Ingram," entreated his sister-in-law ; 
"pray, be quiet; it's only a landing-net; it is only to 
pull the fish up after they have been hooked." 

" I don't care what sort of a net it is," stormed the 
stickler for the rights of property ; " the law says * a net,' 
and they have no right to use a butterfly net there with- 
out your permission. What is the scoundrel saying. 
Madam — the poacher in the white straw hat? What is 
he saying in reply to my question ? " 

" I can't hear quite distinctly," replied the widow, 
biting her lips; "but it is something about the Emperor 
of Morocco, I am afraid, and their most respectful com- 
pliments." 

"Then they are absolutely laughing at me," quoth 
Ingram Arbour, "are they? They have chosen m^ of 
all men, to be the subject of their senseless ribaldry. 
Will you kindly favour me with the name of one of 
those individuals, Madam.? Anyone will do." 
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** I don't know the person in the straw-hat^ Brother 
Ingram," replied his sister-in-law with hesitation ; '' they 
are doubtless townspeople, who have taken the boat for 
the evening." 

''You know the fisherman — the man who owns 
the boat/' returned the other stubbornly. ''I must 
have that fisherman's name, if you please, and at 
once." 

'' It was not his fault, brother," urged the widow plead- 
ingly j " he could not prevent the persons who had cm- 
ployed him from being impertinent ; he is a very well- 
conducted '* 

** One moment, if you please," replied her brother-in- 
law, interrupting her curtly. " Come here, Adolphus : 
I want to speak to you." 

The boy was ducking his brother and sisters with 
the garden-engine, but desisted from that occupation, 
and came obedient to his uncle's call, with downcast 
eyes. 

'' Please, Sir, it wasn't me began it," whined he, in a 
deprecating voice; ''it was Johnnie and Maria, especially 
Johnnie." 

"That's a lie," returned Uncle Ingram with compo- 
sure, "for I've been watching you : and, mind you, never 
tell pu a lie again. Who is that fisherman yonder, and 
where does he live ?" 

" His name is John Wilson, and he lives in our cottage 
down the stream yonder." 

"A very hard-working honest fellow^ with a large 
fiunily," added Mrs. Arbour. 

" But he aint paid his rent, you know, mother," ob- 
served Adolphus, cunningly ; " because I heard you tell 
him yesterday that next month would do." 

"That's a sharp lad," remarked Uncle Ingram ap- 
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provingly ; " the proof of the pudding is in the eating, 
is it not, boy ? You may go away now, for your mother 
and I are going to have some talk — that is to say, if it be 
agreeable to you, Letitia? *' 

" My ears are at your service, brother, to receive what- 
ever you may please to say ; but I have little to tell you^ 
I fancy, which you do not already know." 

" I know a few things relating to practical matters,** 
returned the other, with a little mollification of manner; 
" and I generally manage to obtain what information I 
am in want of; *' and he entered the name of John Wilson 
into his pocket-book, and shut the clasp with a snapw 
"Now, then, to business, Madam. One thousand in- 
surance, and two thousand in the Three per Cents, is, I 
believe, the total figure which represents yourproperty — all 
in the world which you and your children have to look to 
— ^with the exception of this cottage and garden, yonder 
island, and right of fishing (FU net them, the scoundrels, 
as sure as my name is Ingram Arbour), and the cottage 
of that man Wilson (ril cottage him, I reckon, in a 
manner that shall astonish him), with three or four hun- 
di*ed feet of osier-bank thereto appertaining." 

" That, I believe, is all, brother." 

" Excuse me ; you don't believe it ; you're sure of it 
There's nothing like positive certainty in matters of this 
kind. You are sure that this is all that lies between you 

and the Well, you may thank your stars that there 

was but one fool in my family ! If I died to-morrow, 
there would be something like ten times this beggarly 
pittance for fny widow ; that is to say, if I had been weak 
enough to leave one. Now, I dare say, you think me an 
uns)rmpathising bear. Madam — 2l rude, mercantile old 
hunks, without the least generous or charitable feelings 
about him. Now, don't say you don't^ I^etitia, because I 
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kaow you do, I say you would much rather see me dead 
and well ' cut up/ with my money neatly divided among 
my nephews and nieces, than sittmg here, with my feet 
upon your sofa, giving you unpalatable advice ; and you 
needn't say you don't, because such a remark would not 
impress me with an idea of your good sense or veracity. 
Well, notwithstanding all this, you will find me behave as 
handsomely, perhaps, in the main, and practically. Madam 
-—practicaiiy — as any sentimental benevolence-monger of 
your or any other woman's acquaintance. I am come 
down here expressly to accept the guardianship of your- 
self and your family." 

"God bless you, Brother Ingram," murmured the 
widow tremulously. "My dearest Benjy always told 
me "" 

"Then if he did Madam," interrupted the other, 
** although I do not know what he told you in this par- 
ticular instance, take my advice, and forget it from this 
moment Benjamin was not the sort of man to make 
observations to be remembered. The chances are fifty 
to one that the remark which you were about to repeat is 
destitute of practical truth." 

" He always told me, I was going to say, brother, that 
you had a good heart at bottom, although you took a 
strange pleasure in concealing the fact from your fellow- 
creatures." 

•*Then all I can say. Madam, is," replied the un- 
abashed merchant, " that such a statement of your late 
husband regarding me was a most unwarrantable imper- 
tinence. However, what I have got to say is this : these 
children of yours must not be brought up in idleness. 
You must be content to live in a style quite different from 
that to which you have been hitherto accustomed. I 
dare say, you will think it very hard if I say, you must 
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leave this cottage, this scene, these comforts, and ex- 
change them for indififerent quarters — ^in the neighbour- 
hood of Golden Square, for instance." 

" I am prepared for any sacrifice, Brother Ingram." 

** Sacrifice I Madam — ^why the woman's mad ! — I speak 
of a necessity. When starvation looks in at the window, 
and the sherift's officer comes to the back-door, the 
debtor is not said to make a sacrifice, I reckon, although 
his goods are generally sold at one." 

Mrs. Benjamin Arbour was not in sufficiently good 
spirits to appreciate this jeu d'esprit as it deserved, but 
her brother-in-law enjoyed it hugely. When dull men 
do make a joke, however feeble, they are not apt to let 
It escape in a hurry, but mouth it about as a child does 
a lollipop, until the observers are sometimes a litde sick 
of the exhibition ; but, on the other hand, its eflfect is 
mollifying to the dull man. Mr. Ingram Arbour was 
positively charmed with this bon mot of his, which was 
not the first — by one — ^which he had indulged in for the 
last five-and-forty years. 

'' You know goods are said to be sold at a tremendous 
sacrifice^^ observed he in explanation. 

Whereat Mrs. Benjamin, good lying woman, affected to 
see the matter in its proper humorous light, and laughed 
afler a fashion that nature doubdess resented bitterly. 

" What I was going to say," continued she, " was, that 
I would leave the cottage to-morrow, if you thought it 
right or expedient that I should do so. Brother Ingram ; 
although, of course, the memories and associations that 
hang around this place ^" 

"Well, Madam, for my part," interrupted the merchant, 
" I only believe in those sort of fixtures of which the 
ho^e-agent can make some valuation. It may or may 
not be as you say ; but these sofas are better than horse- 
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hair ones, and it is pleasanter to be your own mistress 
than at the mercy of some drunken lodging-housekeeper 
anyway. Therefore, I say, stop at Rose Cottage if you 
will, Madam, and keep your girls and younger boys about 
you. Nay, Letitia, I want no thanks ; and, indeed, you 
might have stopped here without my permission, as far as 
that goes, until your three thousand pounds had dwindled * 
away to nothing. However, I'll see that that doesn't 
happen, if you'll only leave matters entirely in my hands. 
Adolphus shall return to town with me, and begin work 
in my office at once; and the other boys may follow 
him in time — ^if you are not too proud, that is, to per- 
mit the young gentlemen to engage in mercantile pur- 
suits. You have a hundred a year of your own to 
spend, mind, and if your outgoings should come to 
double that sum, or even a little over, I will pay the 
surplus, Letitia — as your nearest relative and natural 
protector— out of my own pocket Nay, Madam, I am 
not a guardian angel, nor, as I should imagine, any- 
thing like it, and I tell you honestly that I had much 
rather that every person should support his own wife 
and children, by personal exertions when alive, and by 
bequest after his death ; but, however others have 
neglected thdr duty, Madam, you will not find me shirk 
mine." 

It may be easily imagined that the widow gratefully 
accepted this proposition, and gladly intrusted to Mr. 
Ingram Arbour the treasurership of her little fortune 
and the control of her affiurs. This matter finished, her 
brother-in-law was proceeding to give her his views 
concerning the management of her household, whidi, as 
emanating from a bachelor who had been under the 
conduct of housekeepers for a quarter of a century, 
would doubtless have proved original and interesting in a 
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high degree, when he became suddenly conscious that 
the attention of Mrs. Benjamin Arbour — ^in spite of the 
engrossing nature of the topic — had wandered some- 
where else. 

'^ Doubtless, Madam," he interposed, with an offended 
air, ''you know your own afi^urs best, and perhaps after 
all, I have been only officious in meddling with them ; 
but I do think some Uttle outward respect^ some sem^ 
blance of attention, is due ^" 

'' Dear good Brother Ingram,'* cried poor Mrs. Arbour, 
claspmg her hands in terror, but still with an air of dis* 
tracted preoccupation, ''I meant no disrespect to you, 
our benefactor, Heaven knows ; but I thought I heard 
my poor dear Dicky calling for his food." 

"And is it possible," broke forth Mr. Ingram Arbour, 
in a passion, ''that what I have to say, Madam, upon 
any subject^ can be of less consequence than your con- 
founded canary and his duckweed 1 " 

" Canary, brother I chickweed I why ifs my poor 
little Dick wanting his mamma. Don't you hear him 
setting up his tiny cry I " 

" Since you call my attention to it. Madam," growled 
the affectionate uncle, "I am soiry to say I da But 
what on earth did you give it such a name as Dick 
for? Luckily, we have got through all our more impor- 
tant business, or I do not doubt you would have left 
me for that little brat at any time ; as he grows older he 
must, however, be taught to wait for his betters. — By-the- 
bye, Letitia," added Mr. Ingram, as his sister-in-law was 
leaving the room, " since you have given me the con- 
trol of your afiairs, remember that that man Wilson leaves 
his cottage if his rent is delayed one hour beyond the 
31st of next month. Ill Emperor of Morocco him, trust 
mei* 



CHAPTER IV. 

A COUHXRCIAL ACASEU7. 

■ROM babyhood to childhood, Dicky Arboor grew 
up the pet of the Rose Cottle household, and 
that notwithstanding what Nurse Rachel was 
wont to designate his "little tantrums." He was ao 
customed when provoked — from the age of two till four 
or thereabouts — to stiffen himself out like a ramrod, cast 
himself backwards upon the floor, without the least regard 
for the shock that was thereby inflicted upon his youthful 
head, and, in that recumbent position, to scream like a 
locomotive. The best cure for this malady was found to 
be the giving him a veiy soft and comfortable pillow to 
lie upon, and treating him, in all respects, like an elderly 
invalid of irritable temperament He would then pre- 
sently get up, toddle to his mother, and, hiding his curly 
head in her lap, observe in smothered tones ; " Me so 
tony, mammy ; me dood now : me won't do it never no 
more : me won't indeed." 

Everybody said — save Sister Maria, who merely ob- 
served that he wanted whipping, and Erother Johnni^ 
who never expressed an opinion upon any subject un- 
connected with himself— that Dicky was a charming 
child, and only requited a little management Doctor 
Babbicombe in particular — who had been pressed into 
being his godpapa, since the vein of natural and kindred 
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sponsors had long been exhausted in the Arbour family 
— took vast delight in him, and taught him many things 
which ^his mother would scarcely have thought o£ From 
his dictation, the infant pupil learned to express astonish* 
ment and admiration in such terms as, " Oh my doodney 1 " 
(for, Oh my goodness!), "Idn't it dolly?" for. Isn't it 
jolly?) and, ^'Here's a bessie dark, upon my orror 1" (for, 
Here's a blessed lark, upon my honour !) At which lisp- 
ing wickedness, mamma would hold up her finger re- 
provingly, and look supematurally solemn, till the offend- 
ing party destroyed her gravity by recommending Doctor 
Babbicombe for corporal punishment instead of himselC 
" Ip my naughty godpa, mammy ; don't ip me." 

In due course arrived that dark hour, inevitable as 
it seems, to civilised childhood, when the government of 
love is superseded by that of fear, and home and friends 
are left for school and strangers. Dick — ^whose know- 
ledge of foreign languages had been confined to a little 
French, laid on upon him so lovingly and lightly by Sister 
Maggie, that it was rather like French polish — ^was not 
sent to the same seminary where Adolphus had had 
his mind ennobled and refined by the rudiments of 
classical literature, but to the commercial academy of 
Messrs. Dot and Carriwun, of which Johnnie had been 
already an alumnus for several years. In establishments 
of the former class, the As inprcuenti is perhaps the most 
hateful task that is imposed upon a reasonable boy, while 
in those of the latter the abominable rule called Pradiu 
distracts the youthful mind most painfully. Well sings 
the Poet of Educational Life : 

Multiplication is vexadon \ 
Addition is as bad-~ 

for although the second statement is an exa^erated one> 
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it is obviously only introduced with an eye to the final 
line, wherein lies the whole gist of the stanza : 

The Rule of Three does puzxle me ; 
But Practice drives mi mad ! 

It almost drove poor Dick mad, and certainly set him 
violently against the profession to which such a stumbling* 
block was declared to be a necessary step. He would 
sit and suck the sponge which was attached like a horrid 
parasite to every slate, for hours, dreaming of his mother 
or foot-ball, until the cane of the wrathful pedagogue 
would awaken him to the real miseries of his situation — 
to life and aliquot parts. This " Practice " — ^which never 
made Dick perfect — ^is certainly worse than the As in 
prcRsmiiy which there is no absolute necessity to under- 
stand at all. The scratch and spurt of pens, too, that 
pervade the school-room devoted to the more liberal 
studies are far less o£fensive, than that perpetual grind of 
the slate-pencils, which, greasy with tears and perspiratioui 
have to be sharpened with the knife continually, an 
operation which they resent with hideous screeches. 
There was another method of doing this which Dick 
much prefeired, since it was an excuse for leaving his 
work — ^retiring from Practice — ^and approaching the fire 
in cold weather: he would spit upon the end of his 
pencil and grind it upon the hearthstone with much per. 
sistency, until it acquired the finest possible point : when 
it would break off suddenly^ and then he would begin 
again. 

What noises, what smells, what an atmosphere filled 
that entrance-chamber of Commercial Learning, and 
what a splendid vision to many young minds must have 
been the Junior Clerk's ofiice that would one day receive 
them into its bosom, where the pedagogue ceases fi-om 
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troubling, and the lazy read their newspapers, for ever, 
over pots of half and half ! 

Viewed from a mercantile point of view, Richard 
Arbour was rather a lazy boy, it must be confessed ; but 
beheld from the loftier elevation of Muscular Chris- 
tianity, he was diligent and assiduous in a very high 
degree. If the playtime of boys — ^as is the modem faith 
—is of equal consequence with their school-time, there 
was certainly nobody who made a more profitable use of 
his than Dick* He was the most distinguished foot-ball 
player, for his height and weight, in the establishment^ 
and the most dreaded by the foe ; for, as in medieval 
warfare, the very noblest knights in armour of purest gold 
were liable to be miserably discomfited by half-naked 
wretches who would creep under their horses* bellies and 
stab them, so the tallest of his opponents were not sel- 
dom hurled to earth by this pigmy inserting himself be- 
tween their legs. Moreover, as the aforesaid canaille 
perilled life aad limb (although, because they were not 
high-bom, the snobbish chroniclers of the time make light 
of that circumstance) at least as much as the mailed 
knights, so Dicky Arboiu: would recklessly cast himself 
down, like some Juggernaut devotee, between the ball 
and any Titanic foe who was about to take a good high 
kick at it, and receive the iron compliment in his own 
ribs. This is a species of devotion rarely appreciated 
except by one's own side. " The ranks of Tuscany " — ^for 
school-boys are not a generous-hearted race by any means 
— ^not only "forbear to cheer" such acts, but sometimes 
cherish an ignoble spite against the heroic little Roman. 

Thus, Mr. William Dempsey, a young man of seven- 
teen, and the captain, upon a certain occasion, of the 
opposite party, took it very ill that he was not only 
balked of his kick, but toppled headlong all his five feel 
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eleven of length by the intrepid and horizontal Dick» 
When the battle was over, and nothing beyond a little 
brown paper and vinegar ought to have been required 
by a magnanimous foe, the heart of Dempsey desired 
vengeance, and his hand (in a quiet way, and with no 
reference to football, of course) was not slow to take it 
upon the very first opportunity. This tyrannical con- 
duct was resented by poor Dick, by deeds, which, mea- 
sured by the indignant feelings of the doer, were tremen- 
dous, but which, physically considered, did not much 
hurt Dempsey, and only provoked further cruelties ; and 
by words of the most outrageous character, which were 
overheard (easily enough — for Dick had the best of 
lungs) by the schoolmaster, and procured him a sound 
caning. This second wrong (as Dick considered it) 
smote the victim in a more sensitive part than that on 
which the mere blows had descended. The unfortunate 
lad had not a logical mind — as we have seen in his 
difficulty of dealing with aliquot parts — ^and was, more- 
over, too amply provided with the savage instinct called 
Sense of Justice, which, in the case of No. 5 of a poor 
£unily, is not a gift which a good-natured fairy would 
bring to a baptism. It seemed to him, because Mr. 
Carriwun had caned him for swearing without inquiry 
into the previous circumstances, which were such as to 
have made a saint swear, as poor Dick thought — who 
knew less about saints than if he had been brought up 
at Eton, where they are gready revered, and produce 
half-holidays — ^that authority was arrayed upon the side 
of tyranny, and perhaps even that it was only another 
name for it Mr. Carriwun imagmed that he was caning 
bad words out of the lad, when he was in reality caning 
bad thoughts into him. We do not say that he should 
mt have caned him — it was bitterly cold weatheri and 
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even a schoolmaster must needs warm himself when &e 
opportunity offers — ^but that he should have done some- 
thing else as well. The matter being unexplained, Dick 
Arbour became a bad boy in the eyes of the master, 
while his resentful conduct against the Titan Dempsey 
earned him a reputation, scarce less unenviable, for 
" bumptiousness ** among the boys. His impatience of a 
tyranny under which they had all of them suffered, more 
or less, without complaint, was naturally distasteful; 
village Hampdens are rarely popular ; and to be so, it is 
above all things necessary that they shall be successful 
and uncaned. 

Matters being in this unfavourable position, a match 
at snow-balling between one-half of the school against 
the other half, with Dempsey commanding the opposite 
faction, was the very thing for Dick to enter into with 
ardour. For us, who are getting on in years, and who 
wear spectacles, there is, however, scarcely a more repul- 
sive amusement: next to being inadvertently launched 
upon a slide on the foot-pavement, and beholding, as 
our legs are leaving us in different directions, a crowd of 
miscreants bearing down upon us with a hideous velocity, 
there is nothing more objectionable than to find ourselves 
in a snow-ball scrimmage. The extreme hardness of the 
missiles themselves is one consideration; but that is 
trifling (in the eyes of a philosopher), compared to the 
exhibition of vindictive passion which accompanies their 
flight : the visage of each combatant betrays a wish that 
he were casting Greek fire or Armstrong shells instead of 
snow, and seems to grudge every moment that is spent 
in the manufacture of his diabolical weapon. We have 
seen one of such savages so maddened by the artificial 
avalanche, as to rush upon a small boy who had had 
nothing whatever to do with it, and rub a handful of 
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snow into the back of his neck with an enei^ which, if 
it had been frost-bitten, would have been benevolence 
itself. Not a few dogs — ^whose characteristic, as the poet 
tells us, is delight in strife — ^are similarly stirred to the 
depths of their brutal nature by snow, and will roll and 
growl in it, with evident regret that the formation of their 
fore-paws forbids their using it as an engine of destruc- 
tion. It is probable, if certain theories be true, that 
these animals may have once been school-boys, who 
have perished in their early youth in a snow-scrim- 
mage. 

"The/ve been and broken my nose," cried Johnnie 
Arbour on a sudden, exhibiting that feature to his 
brother in a flattened condition, and with a perceptible 
dint where the snow-shell had exploded and burst in all 
directions over his face, like the radiations of a broken 
window : ^' they've broken my nose, Dick, and I am sure 
they're putting stones in their snow-balls." 

"The devil they are 1" cried Dick, whose caning had 
not cured him of strong language — " then two can play 
at that game, Johnnie ; so here goes." 

The brothers threw together. 

A great cry immediately arose from the opposite ranks. 
A scanty mizzle succeeded to the storm of snow-balls, 
and then altogether ceased. General William Dempsey 
had fallen backwards, as falls on Mount Avemus the 
thunder-smitten oak, and a crowd gathered around him, 
exclaiming: "Dempsey's eye's out!" "Dempse/s 
blinded with a stone I " " Dempse/s dead 1 " 

Johnnie Arbour turned as white as his shirt-collar— 
and indeed whiter, for the occurrence happened upon a 
Saturday — " I threw no stone, Dick," said he. 

Dick lost his colour too, as he replied: "Fm veiy 
sony, Tm sure, but I didn't aim at him in particular.* 
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^Who put a stone into his snow-ball ?*' cried the 
captain of Richard's side. 

"I did," responded the lad sturdily; "the fellows 
upon Dempse/s side began it though." 

An indignant hiss broke forth from thosd about the 
injured youth, and especially from such as had been 
guilty of the practice complained o£ The rest were 
naturally angry that poor Dempsey should have been 
even alluded to by young Bumptious, at such a time. 
He had been often heard to vow that he would be even 
with Dempsey, and he had now, it was evident, taken 
advantage of a public scrimmage to avenge a private 
wrong. Even those of his own side who were yet 
about him, fell away from him ; and presently, Brother 
Johnnie, after a few moments of vacillation, hung his 
head down, and slunk away, leaving poor Dick standing 
alone. 

There was much hardship, and wrong, and sorrow 
lying between Richard Arbour and that rest which at 
last be£adleth the most weary of us ; but perhaps he was 
not doomed to experience a moment so intensely 
wretched as that present one, when friend and brother 
had forsaken him, and he stood alone in the playground 
of Messrs. Dot and Carriwun — ^the Black Sheep of that 
youthful fold. 








CHAPTER V. 

A COOL RECEPTION. 

jT had long been customary with Mr. Ingram 
Arbour, since his brother's death, to leave 
Golden Square upon Friday afternoons for 
the cottage by the river, where he would remain till 
Monday morning, when the earliest train from the neigh- 
bouring town would convey him back refreshed to die 
haunts of commerce. On these occasions, his nephew, 
Adolphus, would accompany him, except when business 
of any pressing nature detained him in the City; and 
upon the Saturday evening we have in our mind, these 
two gentlemen were sitting in the widow's drawing-room 
with the rest of the family circle, exclusive of Johnnie 
and Dick, who were at schooL Thirteen years or so 
had passed over them since we first made their acquaint- 
ance, bringing change to each, although in different 
measure. The lines upon the merchant's brow were 
now as numerous again, as though they were ruled for 
double entry, and although his eyes lacked nothing yet 
of their stem determination, the '^ hateful crow " had set 
its footmarks round them. Mrs. Benjamin Arbour had 
suffered a severer change than he. Time, which had 
spared to mark her still smooth brow, had frosted her 
brown hair, and driven the lifeblood from her cheeks, 
and weighed her eyelids down; they seemed to droop as 
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those of some traveller in the snow, to whom Death 
whispers, mocking the sweet tones of Sleep. Her gentle 
voice was weary; her smiles were rare and faint, and 
died away as swift as dip of oar from face of river. Ex- 
cept for the girl beside her, almost a woman now — 
golden-haired, angel-featured Maggie — standing beside 
her mother's chair, and as though that was not near 
enough, nor gave sufficient assurance of her protecting 
love, with one arm round her neck, and one lily band 
clasped in hers so tenderly— except for her little Maggie, 
the mother roust have died. "My sister-in-law," Mr. 
Ingram Arbour would sometimes remark to common 
friends, "is just like one of those creepers which require 
a stick to hold on to life by, and can't stand up of them- 
selves." To which Mrs. Arbour might have retorted — if 
the poor lady had had such a thing as a retort left in her 
by this time, which was not the case — that her brother- 
in-law was one of those peculiar sticks which no creeper 
can ever be trained to cling to, although some few may 
submit to be bound to them by the bias of self-interest 

Adolphus, too, whose mouth had increased with his 
years till it almost sought for rejuge in the sandy tracts 
of his whiskers, entertained but a poor opinion of his 
mother, and was continually wondering to himself from 
whom his own exceeding sagacity could have been in- 
herited; while Maria, who had taken the whole house- 
hold management out of the widow's hands, was for ever 
contrasting the improved state of domestic affairs with 
that of the old regime under her predecessor. The re- 
lationship of that person to herself could have been 
scarcely unknown to her, but so completely were her 
jprivate feelings under control, and so paramount was her 
sense of tnith and duty, that, hearing her inveigh against 
the extravagance, weakness, and even the irreligion of a 
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certain late head of a family, you would never have 
guessed that she was speaking all the time of her own 
mother. She it was to whom the discovery was due that 
the maids were sluggards in winter, and who caused her 
bed-room fire to be lit by half-past six A.M., in order that 
one of them, at least, should not lie too long. Yellow- 
skinned Maria was of a snaky temperament, and wanted 
a good deal of warming, but she was likely to be cold 
enough — as Dr. Babbicombe once observed of her, with 
no less force than freedom— if her caloric depended 
ppon her being taken to anybod/s bosom. Indeed 
how Adolphus and she ever managed to keep up an 
alliance, as they did (offensive in every sense), is a great 
mystery, since there was scarce half a trowelful of social 
cement of any sort between them. He certainly did not 
sympathise with her doubling the customary length of 
the evening devotions, which in the exercise of her 
domestic supremacy, she had seen it right to do. That 
young man always knelt down with his face well over the 
newspaper, while his sister, the priestess, delivered her 
denunciations as if she enjoyed them, and even rasped 
out the benedictions themselves as though they were 
steel-filings. Uncle Ingram's devotional attitude was the 
leaning back on his armchair as far as he could go, with 
his hands clasped upon his lap, and his legs crossed one 
over the other; while, doubtless to conceal the force ot 
his penitential emotions, his pocket-handkerchief was 
modestly cast over his head and face. 

Maggie and her mother knelt together with their heads 
over one cushion ; and the two maids were stationed as 
far from the rest of the household as the limits of the 
little drawing-room would permit, between the windows, 
and in a thorough draught. Nevertheless, woe to Jane 
or Rachel if a cough from either of them should inter- 
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nipt their spiritual pastoress ; while it would have been 
positively "as much as her place was worth," had rithei 
of them blown her nose. 

Imagine, therefore, the scene that ensued upon the 
evening of which we write, when, immediately after the 
commencement of prayers, the back-door bell was heard 
to tinkle with a sort of guilty indecision* Miss Maria 
read on as though there were nothing audible beyond 
the breathing of Uncle Ingram, which always began to 
be stertorous coincidently with the commencement ol 
family devotions; but she had more than a suspicioa 
that it was the baker's young man coming surreptitiously 
after Jane, and she took one eye off the sacred page, 
and set it to watch the behaviour of that unfortunate 
domestic. Again the bell sounded through the house — 
this time with a more decided intention of making itself 
heard — and Jane turned round imploringly to entreat 
permission to answer it, with a face like a tomato, from 
confusion; but upon meeting the sentinel eye with a 
decidedly forbidding expression in it, returned, more like 
a Jerusalem artichoke in hue, to her cane-bottomed 
chair. A third time the back-door bell-sounded, and 
pulled upou this occasion by so impatient a hand, that 
you could hear ^e wire rattle^ and the bell-metal beat 
against the skirting-board. 

" Why the devil don't somebody answer that bell ? " 
broke forth Uncle Ingram, awakened by the tumult, and 
not beiag^ able to call to mind, upon the instant, the 
nature of the occupation in which he was supposed to 
^hjive been engaged. Jane rushed out of the room at a 
permissive signal from Miss Maria, while the rest of the 
housel^old awaited, in positions half expectant, half 
devout, whatever catastrophe chanced to be impending. 
They heard the lock turned^ and the chain unfastene4 
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and a '' Lor' bless me ! " from the absent cook ; then the 
door was banged to by another hand, a hasty step came 
along the passage, and there presented himself— Master 
Dick! 

'* You yoimg scoundrel," roared Uncle Ingram, ''what 
do you mean by breaking in here like a burglar at such a 
time as this?" 

''He has run away from school," suggested Mr. 
Adolphus Arbour, maliciously. 

"We. are 9X prayers. Sir," emphasised Miss Mari% 
looking like Torqu^nada in petticoats. 

"What is the matter, love?" cried Maggie tenderly, 
running up to the haggard4ooking lad. 

"I am expelled, dear mother," exclaimed he, in a 
miserable voice. " I've cut Bill Dempse/s eye out with 
a snow-ball, though Tm sure I didn't mean it They ex- 
pelled me, and so I thought I'd come away at once." 

" You young ruffian 1 " exclaimed Unde Ingram. 

" He'll come to be hung 1 " observed Adolphus reflec- 
tively. 

"And then the devil will get him," added Maria, 
with the air of one who foresees the future without dis- 
satisfaction. 

" Mother, won't you speak to me ? " asked the wretched 
boy. I don't care for what these say 5 but do, pray speak 
to me." 

"You don't care for your eldest brother, then?" de- 
manded Maria, severely. 

"No; nor for you either," responded Dick, bestowing 
one fiery glance upon his interlocutor, and then fixing ^ 
before, his appealing eyes upon his mother only. 

"You don't care for your Uncle Ingram, then?" re- 
marked the crafty Adolphus. 

** Come to mamma," interposed Maggie, judiciously ; 
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^ I am sure she will never condemn you without a hear- 
ing." 

Mrs. Arbour was sitting in her chair with her hands 
before her weeping eyes, and was glad enough to bury 
her face in the boy's curls as he knelt down before her. 

" Hush, Dicky, dear, don't sob, don't sob," she whis- 
pered ; '' I don't believe you are so bad as they make 
out" 

"I did not mean to cut Bill Dempse/s eye out,'* 
murmured Dick, hysterically j ''but they all believe I 
did." 

" It doesn't signify what you meant, you litde black- 
guard, if you did it," observed Uncle Ingram, taking his 
usual practical view of things. " It's my belief your 
mother will be your ruin. Letitia, what does the Bible 
recommend us to do with boys like these ? " 

"Whip *em," observed Maria, with conciseness, and 
in order that the advice might not be lost in Eastern 
metaphor. 

" I have been whipped," cried the lad, lifting up his 
head. '' Mr. Cairiwun beat me till his cane frayed out 
at the edges." 

"Not enough. Sir," returned the implacable Maria. 
" If I were your mother ^ 

" Yes, but you aint," interrupted the victim sharply ; 
'' you're nobody's mother. Miss, and Doctor Babbicombe 
says that you're never likely to be anybody's either. 
Don't you go bullying me, now, or I'll begin saying 
thingSy mind you." 

The lad's whole body trembled with passion in every 
fibre \ his eyes darted fire as he spoke, and there seemed 
to be every probability of his " saying things," and of a 
very disagreeable character too; when, at a sign from 
Unde Ii^^ram, Adolphus picked Dick up, and tearing 
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him with not a little violence out of his mother's arm^ 
carried Mm out of the room. 

Then there was a total silence, presently broken by 
'^ thuds" — blows struck with a slick against an imre- 
verberating body — ^from a neighbouring apartment, but 
not one cry. 

^^ I cause it to be done for his own good, Letida, and 
forj'^M^rgood," observed Uncle Ingram, in explanation, 
and with composure, but keeping his eyes averted from 
the object of his benevolence nevertheless. 

'' Mamma has fainted 1 '* cried Maggie with a piercing 
shriek. "Tell Adolphus to stop — somebody. You'll 
kill her amongst you, at last, I do believe." 

" Good Heavens I " cried Uncle Ingram, frightened out 
of his wits by an occurrence so entirely out of his own ex- 
perience, "why doesn't the fool stop? Run, Maria." 

Maria did not stir; but Rachel ran into the dinmg- 
room straightway, and almost upset Mr. Adolphus, who 
was coming out with a face whiter than usual. 

"I want a poultice," observed he to the astonished 
domestic ; and indeed he did, for Master Dick — ^whose 
hands he had taken the precaution of securing — had 
made his teeth meet in the fleshy part of his corrector's 
thumb. 





CHAPTER VI. 

FALSELY ACCUSED. 

|HE next day being Sunday, was passed, by 
Maria's directions, in total silence as regarded 
the events of the preceding evening. It was 
to be " a day of rest for a//," observed that young lady 
with an air of charity ; and it was occupied by herself 
and faction in contriving severities applicable to Master 
Richard's case upon the morrow. To Dick it was rather 
a day of suspense than rest, which are not identical things 
by any means; and to his mother, it was twenty-four 
long hours of agony. This lady had obtained Uncle 
Ingram's protection for her offspring at a considerable 
sacrifice. She had never had much of that female pecu- 
liarity popularly, or unpopularly, known as "a will of 
her own," for the deceased Benjamin had given way to 
all her gentle wishes in small concerns, while in impor- 
tant matters the two always lovingly agreed ; and now, 
finding herself crossed and denied upon all occasions 
under the new dynasty, she had for many years ceased 
to express her feelings in public, and only now and then 
lightened her breaking heart to Maggie, who slept in the 
same chamber. She had taken Richard's hand in hens 
under her shawl at church that day, feeling safe from 
reproof within that sacred building, and mother and child 
had thus interchanged all sorts of affectionate thoughts 
together, ra«rely by the pressure of their fingers. 
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Maria had rq;arded them with lofty scorn, and on one 
occasion even contemplated the rapping of Dick's dis* 
engaged hand, which lacked a prayer-book, but she 
thought it upon the whole more prudent to resist that 
temptation; so she contented herself with pitching her 
hymns at him (not of course her hymn-^i), and of 
repeating with peculiar stress such parts of the service 
as might be strained to apply to an unregenerate youth 
of his description. Adolphus secretly trod upon his toes 
during the anthem, and upon his resenting that personal 
indignity without the like precaution, gave an appealing 
look to Uncle Ingram, who instantly made a note of 
the ofifence in the memorandum tablets which he always 
carried about with him, and used without the slightest 
reference to time or place. 

" Fm afraid, Maggie,** whispered the widow, sobbings 
when she and her younger daughter had retired to their 
chamber on Sunday night — '' I am afraid that they will 
send our poor dear Richard to sea." 

"Surely not, dear mother," answered Maggie quickly; 
"he is but a child, you know ; and besides, they will not 
dare to do it unless you give consent" 

Mrs. Benjamin Arbour sighed ; if she had not had a 
little speck of pride still left within her, she would pro- 
bably have spoken; but Maggie understood her all the 

same. 
" Why, what has our Dick done, mother, beyond his 

being a little mischievous and unruly? He does not 

treat Maria and Adolphus respectfully, it is true, but they 

on their parts are very far from kind to him. This snow- 

ball business is a very sad one, of course, but it is not 

dear that he is to blame, or even certain that he did the 

mischief." 

" Bless you, my dear Maggie," returned her mother^ 

P2 
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''for saying what all day long my heart has yearned to 
say^ and dared not; but you see, my child, your Uncle 
Ingram is so hard and stem, and your brother and 
sister ** 

"Nay, mamma,*' interrupted the young girl gently; 
" you surely know far better than t/uy what is good for 
Richard : and as for Uncle Ingram, he means us all well 
enough, I*m sure. If you will let me speak to him — ^in 
your name, as it were, for, in your present state of health, 
such an excitement would be ^*' 

'*No, Maggie, no," cried the poor lady, "I must 
shrink from nothing for Dick's sake, and for the sake of 
him who left him in my charge. Uncle Ingram may 
take all away except my boy, but he must leave me him 
— ^he must leave me Richard. Oh, child, you know not 
how his baby-face once comforted me, when Death was 
in this room, and misery everywhere. He shall never, 
never, never go to sea." 

We are aware that an apology is due, on the part of 
this poor lady, for the display of such an unreasonable 
abhorrence of the maritime profession. It is probable 
that her thoughts were not directed towards Her Majesty's 
navy, or even to those celebrated Ai vessels in the pro- 
prietorship of Messrs. Green and others ; she merely 
looked upon the sea as a huge separator between herself 
and him committed to it, and her view was, so far, a 
correct one. v 

" Mother, ' mother dearest," replied Maggie, " if you 
will allow me to go down alone to-morrow rooming, I 
promise you that what you fear shall not take place ; and 
if there is any chance of its taking place, that you shall 
be sent for. Will you not tmst me, mother ? Promise me 
that you will not rise to-morrow, or, at least, not come 
down stairs." 



Falsely AccusetL 45 

Good Maggie, cunmng Maggie, serpent and dove in 
one, that was well said. Mrs. Arbour wisely assented to 
be more unwell than usual upon the morrow. When 
tyrants rule, there is no resource for us but dissimulation. 

Accordingly, upon the next morning, the arm-chair—- 
symbol of empty state — ^that stood beside the tea-maker, 
was vacant, and the company was quietly informed by 
Maggie that mamma was not coming down. The whole 
armoury of offensive weapons, therefore, which had been 
stacked in more than one bosom, in readiness for the ex- 
pected discussion, became at once next to valueless— old 
stores to be parted with at enormous sacxifice, even if they 
found any market at alL 

Yellow Maria slipped from the apartment, and came 
back purple. 

'' What is the meaning of this, Maigaret ? I can't get 
into mamma's roont" 

" No, dear," replied that young lady with great sweet- 
ness, "she is not well this morning, and must not be 
disturbed. I locked her door myself, and have got the 
key. Dr. Babbicombe says it is not good for her to be 
made to faint" 

" I don't understand your language, Margaret," quoth 
Maria with asperity. " Who makes her ^nt, I should 
like to know ? " 

" Adolphus did it on Saturday," returned Maggie, with 
the quiet air of a narrator of facts ; " but nobody will do 
it to-day, at all events." 

" Look where he bit my thumb ! " observed Adolphus, 
apologetically, and exhibiting the injiu-ed digit 

"You had better keep it covered up," remarked 
Maggie, drily ; " the air will only make it worse ; and be- 
sides, it isn't pretty to look at" This young lady was a 
lamb in all matters that concerned herself but now that 
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she had mother and brother to defend, she was a lioness 
with cubs. 

Adolphus and Maria quailed before her, and the more 
so because they knew that Uncle Ingram loved her. 
Under her protecting wing, Master Dick dipped largely 
into the muffin d^pot intended for his seniors. Mr. 
Ingram Arbour's countenance exhibited an indecision not 
becoming to it ^'I don't understand this, Margaret," 
quoth he at last ; ^' to hear you talk, one would imagine 
that this boy had deserved no punishment at all He 
has actually cut another boy's eye out — 2. most respect- 
able lad." 

" Son of the banker," interpolated Adolphus, in a tone 
adapted to the description of a sacrilege. 

" I didn't mean to do it," retorted Dick with indigna- 
tion, and his mouth indecorously full 

"Hold your tongue, Sir," observed Miss Maria 
solmenly. 

" I shan't," responded Dick with improved distinctness. 

"Silence, Dick; please to be quiet," said Maggie. And 
Dick became as mute as a fish. 

" It may have been quite an accident, uncle, as he as- 
serts," continued the peace-maker; "nor is it even fully 
proved that hq did it at alL" 

"All the boys say he had a grudge against Dempsey 
and threw at him on purpose," observed Adolphus. 

" It is not unusual for some persons to believe the worst 
of their fellow-creatures." 

" But Johnnie sa3rs so himseli^ and he's his brother," re- 
torted Adolphus. 

"His brother r repeated Maggie scornfully, without 
further rejoinder; but a less sagacious man than Unde 
Ingram could have read in her flashing eyes the rest of 
her reply. 
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" Yes," answered he, "there is certainly a bad feelings 
Adolphus, between you and Richard. There is some- 
thing in what Margaret says, after all. I do not think I 
should be quite justified in sending him " 

Maria held her finger up forbiddingly; it was for a 
single instant only, but Maggie caught its reflection in 
the mirror opposite, and turned upon her instantly, as 
the faithful sheep-dog on the wol£ " No, Maria, he is 
not to be sent to sea. His mother told me to say that 
much. Not to sea.'' 

" She must have been listening,'' said Maria to herself 
'< when I and Uncle Ingram talked it over in the dining- 
room last night How careless it was of me not to have 
thought of looking into the china-closet first, as I generally 
dol" 

"I have made up my mind to give him another 
chance," said Mr. Ingram Arbour; "although I much 
doubt whether he deserves it I shall put him at once 
into my own office, in some capacity where he will be 
pretty sharply looked after. You know your arithmetic 
pretty well, I suppose, Mister ? " 

The thought of Practice flitted momentarily over poor 
Dick's mind, casting a bat-like shadow ; but he answered, 
" Yes, uncle," with tolerable cheerfulness. 

" Then thafs arranged," quoth his new proprietor de- 
cisively; "and you will pack up at once, and accompany 
your brother and me by the midday train to town." 

"Not to-day, uncle," replied Dick with firmness, al- 
though he looked terribly frightened. "I will go to- 
morrow, but not to-day." 

" You— will — ^not — ^go 1 " exclaimed the merchant with 

awful distinctness and solemnity. "Did I understand 

you to say. Sir, that you — ^will — ^not — go? " 
This recalcitrancy, so &r exceeding the hopeful ex* 
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pectations of his eldest brother and sister, struck those 
worthies dumb; even Maggie could but whisper, " Richard, 
Richard, you will ruin yourself, in spite of all that can be 
done for you ! " 

" I must see William Dempsey before I go," explained 
the lad, hanging down his head, and blushing. 

" Little hypocrite 1 " ejaculated Maria. 

" it's my belief, he wants to put his other eye out," 
observed Adolphus. 

^^May I go, please, uncle?" reiterated the boy ap- 
pealingly, and without taking any notice of these asper- 
sions. 

" Please to let him go," pleaded Maggie, taking the 
merchant's not unwilling hand in hers. 

" I miist be at my office this afternoon," ejaculated that 
gentleman with decision. 

" He shall go by himself, to-morrow, by the very first 
train," urged Margaret 

" I can't trust him," thundered Uncle Ingram ; " it's 
the mail-train, and he will rob the post-bags. At all 
events, he would not come to work, I'm sure." 

"Adolphus can stay behind, and go with him, uncle." 

" Very well, then, so let it be. But mind, young Sir, 
you do not get another holiday for six months to come." 

Mrs. Arbour was glad enough that matters had turned 
out no worse for Master Richard, but yet could hardly 
spare him out of her sight even to pay this praiseworthy 
visit to his injured school-fellow. He found Mr. William 
Dempsey at his father's house, and in a darkened chamber, 
in a frame of mind very different from that for which he 
had been hitherto distinguished. The lad had come 
prepared for reproach and upbraiding, not for the quiet 
hush of a sick-room, and the forgiveness of one who felt 
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himself stricken for his evil deserts. A terrible misfortone 
was overhanging and likely to fall upon the poor young 
man ; the sight of his other eye was threatened, nor did 
the doctors give much hope that total blindness could be 
averted 

Richard received this news with a burst of tears. 

" I shall never bully anybody any more," said Demj^ 
sey^ smilmg faintly^ and feeling about for his enemy's 
hand. 

"Don't take it, Dempsey," cried the other in an 
agony; " I wish from my heart that it had been cut off 
long ago 1 But you don't, you can't believe I did it on 
purpose. . Pray, pray say that" 

" You never meant to do me any such harm as this," 
answered the poor fellow ; " of that I am quite certain, 
Dick." 

" No, nor any harm, upon my soul I did not throw 
zxyouj Dempsey. I told my mother so at church, yester- 
day, and I wouldn't tell her a lie there, I wouldn't, in* 
deed. I put the stone in because your side were doing it" 

"It wasn't a stone," replied the sufferer peevishly; 
" although it doesn't matter now what it was. All the 
school knows it was a piece of bottle-glass ; the snow- 
ball in which it was, was picked up close beside me with 

my blood upon it I saw them Ah me," broke forth 

the unhappy youth, " I shall see nothing more ; I sliall 
have to feel my way about for ever. I have laughed at 
blind men often and often, and it's come to my turn now. 
Don't cry for me Arbour ; I deserve it That's Dr. Babbi- 
combe's voice in the front hall ; I wonder whether he will 
do me any good. Why don't you speak, Arbour ? You 
should always speak to a fellow that can't see." 

" Oh Dempsey, Dempsey," cried the boy, in a voice 
80 altered, that the other called from the bed to know 
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whether it was he indeed; ''listen to me )u5t one mo- 
ment ; I have something to say to you, Dempsey, worse 
than all that has happened yet 1 Promise me that you 
will never tell, for it can do nobody good now, but only 
harm: and yet I must set m3rself right with you and 
Maggie." He came close beside the pillow, and whis- 
pered : " It was not me at all, Willy. I threw a stone, I 
know; but Johnnie — my brother, you know, my own 
brother — h^ threw the broken glass : I saw him making 
up the snow-ball with that inside 1 ^ 

''The sneaking villain 1" ejaculated the sick lad 
angrily. 

"Hush, hush, Willy; say nothing about it; but only 
now you know it wasn't me. I couldn't help telling you 
that^ you looked so ill and changed." 

Dick stood upon tiptoe tenderly, and kissed the poor 
lad's forehead above the bandage that was round his 
eyes. " I am going away to London, and shall not be 
able to come and see you again for months." 

"Johnnie has never been to ask after me, Dick,** 
groaned the other bitterly; "all the school have been 
except that— — ^" 

"Hush!" cried Richard; "here is Dr. Babbicombe; 
hush, for Heaven's sake 1 " 

The doctor looked at his quondam favourite with a 
very severe face : " I am glad to see you here, Richard ; 
although it is the least that you can do after what has 
happened ^" 

" Don't say that, doctor," interrupted the patient^ with 
a touch of his old arbitraiy manner; " I won't have Dick 
abused. God bless you, Dick, and forgive me all Tve 
done to you." 

Richard Arbour ran home through the snow with very 
different feelings from those with which he had arrived 
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some fifteen minutes before '^ I used to think Dempsey 
was all bad, poor fellow,** thought he ; '^ and though our 
Rachel always said that Johnnie was all for himself and 
a r^;ular Number Wunner, I never dreamed of his being 

such a " and Dick shook his curly head again and 

again, for want of a term of sufficient reprobation. 




<»««*»■ 






CHAPTER VIL 




DARKENDIM STREET. 

ARLY next morning, Richard Arbour had taken 
leave of his dear mother and of Sister Maggie 
— ^to whom alone he confided the secret of his 
innocence in the snow-ball matter — and was upon his 
road with his big brother to the railway station, to which 
the cart containing his small supply of luggage had al« 
ready been despatched. He looked back more than 
once, upon his way, on the little home wherein he had 
passed his happy child-life, with regretful eyes, and the 
blind of that chamber-window over the dining-room was 
always held aside by an unseen hand, and two unseen 
faces were, he well knew, being pressed there against the 
frosty pane. He would be a good boy, and obey his 
unde, for their sake, thought he ; and waved his cap as 
he entered the dump of trees that shut the cottage finally 
from view. 

"Now, then, what are you stopping for?" growled 
Adolphus. " None of your cunnmg tricks with me, my 
man; you may keep them for the women-folks, I do 
assure you. You don't suppose /'m gomg to mind about 
audi a chap as yotu Besides, / aint going to part with 
you just yet, my young shaver, so my feelings are not so 
overcome. You'll be in my department in the ofiUce, 
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mind you, and you'd better be precious careful what 
you're about Come, Sir, youVe got " Runaway " written 
on your face, I see, so we'll just walk hand in hand if 
you please." 

Mr. Adolphus Arbour's views upon what fraternal be- 
haviour should be, were, as we have seen, somewhat 
peculiar, and his idea of what walking hand in hand 
implies, was not less original. It consisted in clutching 
hold of the cuff of Dick's greatcoat, and dragging him 
thereby along with him, as a folio-policeman drags a 
duodecimo-pickpocket In another moment, the great- 
coat was trailing in the snow, and its proprietor, having 
withdrawn from it as in a pantomime trick — shaving 
sloughed it as a serpent in a hurry might slough his skin 
— ^was already some twenty yards on his road home 
again. Equipped only in the short school-boy jacket, so 
excellently adapted for pedestrian exercise, as the boy 
was, Adolphus could never have caught him, and he 
knew it 

"Hi I '* roared he, "you stop ! Do you hear me, you 
young scoundrel ? You stop ! " 

Dick did hear him, and stopped accordingly, upon a 
heap of flints, intended for the repairing of the road ; 
from which having selected those best adapted for his 
purpose, he commenced a Parthian war, now retreating 
from, now advancing upon, the enemy, and now, Deu- 
calion-like, casting the stones behind him, at a venture, 
as he flew. Adolphus, in deadly fear of these missiles — 
the fate of Mr. William Dempsey occurring to him with 
peculiar force under the circumstances — ^was constrained 
to hold the greatcoat shield-like before his face, which of 
course prevented him from making anything save a blind 
charge upon his assailant, and compelled him to remain^ 
upon the whole, in a condition of inglorious inaction. 
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" I will not take hold of you any more, Dick," parleyed 
tiie besieged party from behind his curtain or rampart 

'' I know that ; thank you for nothing," returned the 
enemy, dexterously smiting the kneecap of the foe with a 
flint 

**l won't hurt you, I won't bully you. 111 be good to 
you," roared the limping Adolphus. 

*^ I must throw these three more stones," replied Dick, 
"and then well have/auc." 

Those stones, accordingly, this master of the ^tuation 
discharged, and one of them with effect; and then the 
two forces concluded an armistice, and reached the rail- 
way station only just in time. Adolphus took advantage 
of the huny to furnish Dick with a half-price ticket in- 
stead of a whole one, pocketing the surplus fare with 
which his unde had intrusted him, and laying the burden 
of the imposture upon Richard himself who was more 
than thirteen years of age, and looked fifteen. The 
latter never dreamed but that this was done by his 
uncle's orders, and received the reproofs and expostu- 
lations of the ticket-viewers all the way to London with 
a magnanimity which is only bom of a sense of duty. 
His thoughts were mainly fixed upon that metropolis, so 
wondrous and vaguely promising to the soul of youth, 
from the days of another Dick — ^who was the scapegrace 
of his family also— even until now, and on the new 
manner of life upon which he was about to enter. His 
ideas of the mercantile profession— despite his residence 
at Messrs. Dot and Carriwun's — ^were principally derived 
from the information afforded by the Arabian Ni^s 
Entertainments^ which led him to believe that sales were 
effected by means of purses of gold coin, and that the 
chief article of commerce consisted of precious stones — 
some of which perhaps, being rubbed smartiy, mi^^ 
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produce attendant geniL He made a pretty good guessi 
however, in concluding that his future Old Man of the 
Sea would be no other than the individual now opposite 
to him, over whose countenance, whenever he had oc- 
casion to rub his kneecap — which was rather frequently 
— ^there passed a decidedly malevolent expression. As 
to Uncle Ingram, there had certainly been nothing about 
him, identical with those splendid personages who were 
wont to purchase a thousand bales of silk at Balsora or 
to furnish Haroun Al Raschid with those young ladies 
of surpassing beauty, so full of reminiscences of the king 
their father, and their august mode of life at home. But 
then Dick felt that Uncle Ingram in the country might 
be a very different roan from Uncle Ingram among his 
wares — ^for business matters were never referred to at 
the cottage, except in such tones as befitted their sacred 
and mysterious character — ^and he did not altogether 
despair of finding that relative sitting cross-legged under 
a dome of great magnificence, and selling diamonds in 
sacks by dry measure. 

As a matter of fact, however, Mr. Ingram Arbour was 
a china and earthenware dealer, and sold dinner-services, 
jugs, basins, and so on, by the ton, in Darkendim Street, 
City. He was a sort of commercial Pandarus, a go- 
between 'twixt the manufacturers and retail dealers ; and, 
if he had not been a Londoner, would perhaps have 
been called a Mancliester warehouseman. The Darken- 
dim Street establishment, although of vast extent, was 
very ill lighted, and had rather the air of being under- 
ground than otherwise. The two brothers went direct to 
this emporium, and threaded their way among mighty 
crates, with musty hay peering through their ribs as if 
from a manger, to the sanctum of Mr. Ingram Arbour, 
which was like one of those boxes, and not much lazger, 
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in JSf hich private watchmen keep guard at night over 
banks and other buildings, wherein it is essential to per* 
suade the public that there is money lodged. Uncle 
Ingram held out a finger to his little nephew, by way of 
welcome to commercial life; and Dick, having taken 
hold of it respectfully, bent it slightly — ^for he found it 
impossible to shake it — ^and returned it to its proprietor. 

'' You had better take him to Mr. Mickleham, Adol- 
phus, for the present, and he will set him to work at 
once. And mind you're a good boy, Sir, from henceforth 
— d'ye hear? — ^and whatever you do, don't throw my 
china about into people's eyes." 

With which not very encouraging remark, Uncle 
Ingram turned to the newspaper that was lying above 
his ledger, as it sometimes does, I have observed, with 
even the best of business men, and Dick and his conduc- 
tor, like Dante and his guide in another place, resumed 
their way through the gloom. This time, however, they 
ascended a flight of stairs, and returned across another 
floor to a room which overlooked the narrow street A 
benevolent-looking old gentleman, with gold spectacles 
and slighdy bald, sat at a huge desk with an enormous 
book before him, lisping, with his mouth almost shut, 
not in numbers, but in figures, to himself. It struck 
Dick that he must have been always doing this, and 
wondered within himself whether it could have been this 
very individual who had invented "Practice" for the 
confiision of youth. So soon as he spoke, however, it was 
evident that he was far too good-natured a person to have 
done anything of the sort 

" Good-day, Mr. Adolphus," cried he in a cheery voice ; 
''and is this your brother Dick come to be lord mayor of 
London, and I don't know what beside ? Let us shake 
hands, my good young Sir." 
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Mr. Mickleham descended cautiously from his percb, 
by help of a cross-bar let into the legs of his lofty stool 
for that very purpose, and gave Dick a hearty welcome. 
''I think" continued he, as the little fellow squeezed the 
friendly hand as tightly as he could, ''we shall get on 
very well together, we two." 

•*If you do," observed Adolphus grimly, "you'll be 
about the first that has done it with that young gentleman.** 
'' Pooh, pooh, pooh — ^hush, hush 1 " cried the old man ; 
'' I know nothing of all that, and I won't hear anything 
about it When such little lads as these get into trouble, 
there are always faults on both sides." 

"Well, well," returned Adolphus, "time will show; 

only, if I am not very much out in my calculations ^ 

" That's just what you're making me be," interposed 
the old gentleman. " If the lad is to be under my care 
for awhile, I cannot be distracted by anything else, if you 
please. I shall have to begin again with Cockspur and 
Triangle's account, as it is." 

The heir-presumptive of the house walked off with a 
grating laugh, and left the old man and the boy together. 
Mr. Mickleham looked at Dick without speaking, until 
the echoes of the departing footsteps had died away ; 
then he drew him nearer to the light, and patted his curly 
locks approvingly. "Richard — ^your name is Richard, 
isn't it? — Richard, my boy," said he in a tender tone^ 
" do you understand book-keeping ? " 

Dick modestly replied that he was afraid he was not 
veiy good at it 

" Have you ever heard of Bottcher, Richard — of the 
great Bottcher?" 

Dick rather thought that he had heard the name (or 
something veiy like it) before. 
<' Qf course you have," replied the old gentleman with 
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enthusiasm: ''who has not heard of the famous Bottcher? 
Who does not feel regret that such a genius was not our 
own fellow-countryman ? " 

" Ah, who indeed 1 " murmured poor Dick, who felt 
that he was getting credit somehow for knowing some* 
thing or other of which he was profoundly ignorant 

" Here," continued the old man, delighted at finding 
a willing listener, if not a sympathiser with his particular 
hobby — "here is apiece of Meissen porcelain that has 
once been in the great Bottcher's own fingers. You re- 
member, doubdess, how the idea of making the white 
porcelain was suggested to him by the hair-powder which 
his valet put on his wig : how precious became the earth 
from which it was made, and how it was forbidden to be 
exported, and was brought into the manufactory in 
sealed barrels by persons sworn to secrecy. The whole 
history of pottery can be read in those shelves yonder, 
Richard." He pointed to innumerable specimens of 
porcelain and earthenware arranged like pictures upon 
the wall, and carefully classified. " This is the pattern- 
room, and in these drawers are hundreds of specimens 
of the modem ware; but those are the ancient gems, 
the priceless treasures." With as great a reverence as 
Ultramontanist ever paid to relic, he took down a mis- 
shapen and black brown something out of a sort of iron 
net on the extreme left of the line of shelves, and ex- 
claimed with an air of triumph: "Now what do you 
think of this, Richard?" 

" It's very ugly, isn't it, please. Sir?" said Dick, deter- 
mined to speak plainly this time, and not to be misunder- 
stood again. 

" Ugly ! " cried Mr. Mickleham in a tone of the most 
undisguised horror. " Why, I begin to think that what 
has been said of you must be true. Ugly ! Why, you 
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young reprobate, this was found in a tomb at Thebes, 
and must have been manufactured nearly fifteen hundred 
years before the Christian era. It was made, perhaps, by 
the very father of the art Ugly ! Why what on earth 
were those bright eyes given you for ? " 

" I beg your pardon, Sir,*' replied Dick with sincere 
contrition; "I really am no judge at all. I'm only 
thirteen years old, although I look so tall. I dare say it 
is a very pretty jug indeed." 

"Jug!" echoed Mr. Mickleham with a shriek; "it's 
a bottle. Sir; a bottle of Chinese stoneware. Here is a 
sun-dried brick from Babylon, with a cuneiform inscrip- 
tion on it, telling us that it was made at the establish- 
ment of the Messrs. Cockspur and Triangle of that epoch. 
That straw and clay, Sir, were put together three thousand 
years ago. Here, again, is a clay-book from the private 
library of Sennacherib, and contains the inventory of the 
furniture of his palace. Descending to modem times, 
here is a beautiful rustic figure fi:om the hands of Bernard 
Palissy himself, he who, being unable to pay his assistant 
his wages, gave him the coat off his own back, and after 
sixteen years of poverty-stricken existence, triumphed. 
This rose-coloured Sfevres Cupid was made for the famous 
Madame Dubarry, whose exquisite taste in porcelain 
must not, however, be permitted to blind us to the im- 
propriety of her behaviour ; she was as frail as her pink 
china. This splendid vase was one of a set purchased 
by Augustus IH. at the price of a whole regiment of 
dragoons, and to my mind was worth a squadron ; while 

this tea-cup, made by Charles III. of Nor Goodness 

Heavens ! look, boy I you have younger sight than I : 
can this, by any possibility, be a crack in the handle ? 
Come here ; I would not venture to take it off its nail 
for half the treasures of Dresden," 

B2 
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'* It's only a cobweb, Sir," observed Dick, examining 
it ; "just let me blow it away." 

" Not for your life, boy, not for your life ! " exclaimed 
Mr. Mickleham in unaffected terror. " Oh, the rashness 
and foolhardiness of youth 1 Just run your eye over 
this account for me, and tell me what you make it What 
a turn you have given me, lad ; I shan't be fit for work 
for the next half hour. There's the bell going for the 
workmen's dinner, luckily, so I can conscientiously de- 
vote the interval to luncheon." The old gentleman 
opened a cupboard, and produced some sherry and 
biscuits. "You must be hungry, lad, after being in the 
country-air this morning. I remember it gave me a tre- 
mendous appetite the last time I was in it — ^between 
thirteen and fourteen years ago." 

"Do you stop in this place all the year round. Sir?" 
inquired the lad with astonishment 

" Pretty much," returned the old gentleman, laughing. 
" I very rarely go far away, at all events ; and don't you 
think it's a very nice place too?" 

"I like this room. Sir, and I like you," answered 
Dick; "but 1 don't like Darkendim Street, nor that 
smell of old straw down stairs." 

"Smell of old straw!" replied the other. "Why, 
what a strange boy you are. I never smell any old straw. 
What fahcies lads do take into their giddy heads ! You 
must dismiss all that, Richard, you know ; for afler a day 
or two, when I have seen what sort of an accountant 
you make, you will be put in the packing department 
under your Brother Adolphus. Lor* bless you, lad, you 
will get to like the old house in time so much that there 
will be no getting you away from it" 

Dick thought within himself, that although he should 
get to be as old as the Babylon brick, this would never 
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happen, but he kept the reflection within his own bosom. 
^And now, my boy, we must not waste our time any 
longer ; please to add up all these several sums in that 
sheet yonder, and see if you can verify the amounts which 
I have in my desk." 

So Dick was set to work, and laboured on assiduously 
till four o'clock, at which hour Mr. Ingram Arbour came 
in with his hat on, and after having received a favour- 
able account of his nephew's exertions, bade him get 
leady, and come along with him to Golden Square. His 
uncle and Adolphus walked on rapidly together, and the 
boy trotted behind them, confused by the unaccustomed 
throng and din, and keeping to the heels of his un- 
anxious relatives only with the greatest difficulty. After 
a most exciting run of forty minutes, diversified by perils 
of crossings, stupendous in Dick's Arcadian eyes, he 
arrived at his new home. 

Golden Square, as most people know, is not a veiy 
cheerful spot, from whatever point of view it is regarded ; 
but when approached from the Regent Street side, as it 
chanced to be in the present instance, it appears, by 
contrast to that thoroughfare^ more especially sombre. 
The scanty snow, too, which still lay here and there on 
the spouts of the houses and on the brinks of the gutters, 
intensified the general gloom ; and the whole impression 
given to poor Dick, fresh from Rose Cottage, was, that 
Golden Square was little better than Darkendim Street 
A pretty waiting-maid opened the door, and a nice-look- 
ing, and rather stately old lady received them in the hall 
with a courtesy, and kissed Richard's cheek. '* Excuse 
the liberty, young Sir," said she ; " but I have been a 
great many years in your good uncle's house, and my 
heart is drawn towards those that are of his kith and 
kin." 
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Dick returned the salute with cordiality, as became 
his genial nature, and was about to extend the sphere of 
his benevolence to the younger female, when Adolphus, 
touching his uncle's sleeve, drew his attention to that 
circumstance, and Mr. Ingram Arbour roared out: 
" What are you about, Sir? " and " How old, in the name 
of all the vices, is that boy ! Take him into the house- 
keeper's room, Mrs. Trimming, and let him have his tea 
and cold meat with you — that is to say if you are not 
afraid of the young dog. It will never do for a child like 
that to be dining late every day." 

With this somewhat inconsistent speech the master of 
the house and his myrmidon ascended to the upper 
floors, and the old lady having conducted the lad into 
a comfortable little sitting-room below the level of the 
street-pavement, set before him a handsome piece of cold 
beef and a jug of ale; after which she surveyed him 
admiringly, through her silver spectacles, for the space of 
a minute, and then deliberately kissed him again. 
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GOLDEN SQUARE. 

OR the first week, Richard Arbour bore hw 
transportation to town with equanimity; he 
liked Mr. Mickleham and Mrs. Trimming, and 
saw little of his uncle and brother. When they went 
down, at the end of the week, to Rose Cottage, leaving 
him in Golden Square, he thought it rather hard ; but the 
old housekeeper was so kind, and Betsy so tender, that 
he was not so very miserable after all. But after this 
exile had lasted for some ten weeks or so, and, shifted 
from the pattern-room to the packing department, he had 
been exposed day after day to the insolence and cruelty 
of Adolphus, he began to find life in Darkendim Street 
irksome indeed. Appeals to the head of the firm — who 
was of opinion that all complaints firom inferiors against 
their superiors were alike frivolous and vexatious — ^he 
soon found were utterly fruitless ; and as for praise from 
that quarter for the things that he did well and dutifully 
— ^he might as well have looked for apricots upon a 
clothes-prop. Mr. Ingram Arbour, who was by no means 
loth to receive the harvest of a well-spent life himself 
from the general public, in such titles as Prudent, Well- 
to-do, Independent, Respectable and the like, had never 
been known to bestow a grain of it in the way of encour- 
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agement of other people. He prided himself too much 
upon his practical character to have any respect for f he 
value of fair words. He had become possessed of a 
foolish saying against them in the connection with the 
buttering of parsnips, and thought himself rather a philo- 
sopher in its application. Most men who are much 
addicted to proverbs are mentally short-sighted, and our 
seller of chinaware was in that way a perfect Solomon at 
second-hand. ''A straw will show us which way the 
wind blows," says the commonplace sage, and never 
takes into account the place where he finds the straw, 
and the thousand eddies wherein it is like to be whirled 
by currents of which he never dreams. 

Uncle Ingram and Nephew Richard drifted further 
and further away from one another daily on the freezing 
sea of mutual discontent j and we may be sure that a 
breath from a certain quarter was not wanting to make 
matters worse between them. 

Dick, who was a sharp lad — for all that Messrs. Dot 
and Cairiwun thought — could unlock a ward or two of 
his brother's character already, and with the imprudence 
of his years had made Adolphus aware of this pro- 
ficiency. He had been so indiscreet — ^in a certain alter- 
cation at the office concerning the breakage of some 
little Etruscan pitchers — as to remind that young man 
of Betsy's having boxed his ears one day, within Dick's 
hearing, and doubtless for provocation received; and 
that in a tone of voice which might have been heard 
in the sentry-box, had Uncle Ingram chanced to be on 
guard there. Adolphus smiled contemptuously upon 
the absurd libel at the time, but two chinamen who had 
been heard to giggle behind a crate, lost their situar 
tionsy for misconduct, within the week, nor in the end 
the disclosure a laughing matter to anybody. Mn 
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Joseph Surface never likes that decent screen to be 
thrown down which so often stands in the comer of his 
apartment, whether Lady Teazle be really concealed 
behind it or not 

On the second Saturday that Richard was left alone 
in Golden Square, Mrs. Trimming entertained company. 
The respect which Mr. Ingram Arbour evidentiy had 
for that lady was so high, that Richard never doubted 
but that the dining-room was used by her that night 
instead of her own apartment widi his full permission ; 
and, indeed, she looked so "superior" and "genteel" 
on the evening in question, that nobody would have 
ventured to dispute her privilege to sit wherever she 
pleased. She had a black silk gown on, which stood out 
in its own right without the aid of crinoline, like card* 
board ; and the lace that she wore voluminously about 
her was of that faded, not to say dingy complexion, 
which is known (very familiarly) as Old Point The 
expression upon Mrs. Trimming's features, too, was gala- 
like to an extraordinary d^ee upon this night of her 
reception. Dick hardly recognised the staid and stately 
housekeeper in the animated and joyous old lady who 
superintended Betsy as she set out supper upon the 
mighty dining-table — for three. One person only^ then, 
was to come to supper. The boy had expected a dozen 
guests at least, so tremendous had been the preparations. 
Who could this distinguished visitor be ? thought he, for 
the sake of whom he had been adjured to put on his 
Sunday clothes, and in whose honour Betsy wore as 
many ribbons as would have served a recruiting party — 
which, indeed, perhaps she was. 

When all the arrangements were completed to her 
satisfisxtion, and the clock struck 9 p.m., Mrs. Trimming 
seated herself before the fire with her feet on the fender, 
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and her silk gown furled like a banner on her lap in the 
attitude of expectation. 

''£etsy/' said she^ with great distinctness, ''when 
Mr. Jones — Mr. Jones, you know — ^knocks at the door, 
tell him who is here; tell him, before he enters, that 
Master Richard does him the honour of supping with us 
to-night'* 

Dick looked at the raised pie and the lobster upon 
the well-furnished table, and protested with sincerity 
that for his part he esteemed it a real pleasure to sup 
with Mr. Jones. His politeness had hitherto prevented 
him from speaking of the expected visitor, but mention 
having thus been made of him, he ventured to ask 
whether Mr. Jones was a nice man. 

''A nice man 1" ejaculated the old lady, with a sudden 
flush upon her wrinkled countenance. ''Oh, I foigot; 
you do not know him j how should you, my poor boy ? 
Well, he is generally considered rather nice, I believe ; is 
he not, Betsy?" 

"Oh yes. Ma'am," repUed that domestic; "he is so 
beautiful, and so genteel-like, aiid so kind; and then 
there's nothing like pride about Mr. Jones neither, who 
has been everywhere, and done such a many things. In 
fact, for my part — though I'm only a servant, Ma'am, 
and no judge — I never set eyes on any person to at all 
come up to Mr. Jones in any way." 

Mrs. Trimming rubbed her white hands softly together, 
and nodded her head, as if keeping time with these com- 
mendations ; and when they were concluded, looked at 
Dick with sparkling eyes, as though she would ask him 
what he thought of Mr. Jones now. 

It is a little difficult to be enthusiastic about people 
that we have never seen — although, judging from the 
expectations of many persons in all classes of society^ it 
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would seem to be one of the easiest perfonnances of 
the human mind — and Dick could only reiterate his 
satisfaction at the opportunity which was about to be 
afforded to him of making the acquaintance of this 
paragon. 

" That's his step, Betsy," cried the old lady suddenly ; 
"run to the door, Betsy; quick." 

^'Please, Ma'am, I think it's only the pleaceman 
as '' 

The old lady shook her head with a smile, as a double 
lap at the door, which seemed to shake the house, and 
give the Square assurance of a gentleman, cut short this 
incredulous speech. 

'^ I think I ought to know his step by this time," quoth 
Mrs. Trimming tenderly. 

There was a little whispering in the hall, inteirupted 
by a " Never mind, Betsy j who the dickens cares ? " in 
ringing cheery tones; and in strode the guest of the 
evening. He was a handsome well-built young man 
enough, of some nine-and-twenty years of age — unless 
his genial manner lightened him of a year or two — but 
not of such a surpassing loveliness, as Dick thought^ 
as to excuse Mrs. Trimming, at her time of life, for 
throwing her arms round his neck and kissing him on 
both his cheeks. 

" Mr. Jones is a very old friend of mine," observed 
she in extenuation, and when she had got back her 
breath again. " I dare say you thought it very odd that 
I should do such a thing as that, Master Richard, and 
odder still that such a handsome young fellow should 
salute me again." 

Dick gallantly hastened to say, that he saw nothing 
out of the course of nature in the proceeding, at all, 
for that he himself cherished the remembrance of that 
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embrace which had been bestowed upon him by Mi& 
Tiimming on the day of his arrival most warmly: 
whereat Mr. Jones observed, approvingly, that he was 
a jolly little chap, and the three sat down to supper, 
excellent friends. 

There was, however, one disturbing thought in the 
mind of Dick that came between his appetite and the 
raised pie, and interfered with his acquaintanceship 
with the lobster again and again I Where had he seen 
this Mr. Jones before, and under what previous circum- 
stances ? He could not have been the medical gentle- 
man who had ushered him into the world thirteen years 
ago and more, for that would have presumed him to 
liave obtained the right of exercising that delicate 
function at the early age of fifteen or sixteen; and 
besides, Dick had always heard that Dr. Babbicombe 
had been the master of that situation ; and yet it was 
somehow with a baby that Mr. Jones was associated 
in Dick's mind. With a baby and with a baptism — ^yes, 
so far so good ; but not with his baptism, for the parson 
of the parish — as there was a silver mug at home with 
that reverend gentleman's name upon it to prove — ^had 
" stood " for him, as second sponsor, and not Mr. Jones. 
Dick was endeavouring to remember whether he had 
ever been at the christening of anybody else except 
himself, when the mysterious stranger cut short his 
meditations with, '' Come, young gentleman, let us have 
a glass of wine together." 

The voice was entirely strange to him, and seemed 
to break the spelT— to loosen and throw into confusion 
the links out of which his memory was striving to 
construct a connected chain. It was good, however, to 
listen to Mr. Jones for other reasons. For so apparently 
young a man, his experience was amazbgly laige, and 
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whatever he had to tell of, he narrated well, and even 
brilliantly. He had been a sailor j and he made Dick 
long for the blue expanse of ocean lying dreamy under 
the tropic sky, and anon, wild with fury, climbing, 
white-lipped, up the reeling vessel's side; he spoke of 
the islands of the West, where fruit, and flower, and 
bird were, as Dick's literature led him to believe, as 
they ought to be, till the lad longed for those Eden 
bowers, and loathed the tethered and inadventurous life 
that he himself was doomed to lead. Betsy, who had 
tacitly obtained permission to remain in the room, drank 
in these wonders with open mouth and eyes ; and Mrs. 
Trimming listened to them with the delighted look of 
one whose admiration is too great to give place to in- 
terest, and who draws her proudest pleasure from the 
rapt faces of her fellow-listeners. Thus the time swiftly 
passed, and it was nigh midnight when Mr. Jones sud- 
denly rose up, exclaiming : " You have made me chatter 
so that I have clean forgotten my pipe. I suppose I 
may go down stairs as usual ? " 

Master Richard Arbour took up his chamber candle- 
stick with a sigh. 

" Would you like to keep me company, young gentle- 
man ? " observed the visitor, perceiving his disinclination 
to depart. "When I was your age, I smoked a pipe 
myself. Let him sit up for me, instead of Betsy, Madam, 
and lock the front door afler me ? We shan't be twenty 
minutes altogether." 

"Oh, please do let me, Mrs. Trimming," entreated 
the lad. 

To which the old lady replied, first, that nothing 
could induce her to suffer anything of the sort to be 
done, and that if it was done, she would be unworthy to 
611 the responsible situation which she occupied in that 
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household for ever afterwards; and secondly, that she 
could never refuse Mr. Jones anything, and that his 
young friend might do as he liked. 

So the two retired to Mrs. Trimming's ordinary sitting- 
room ; and Mr. Jones not only filled his own pipe with 
a pleasant but powerful mixture of tobacco, but endowed 
Master Richard with another, furnished with Turkish 
Latakia, or, as he himself expressed it, " mother's milk." 
Under the influence of this novel narcotic and Mr. Jones's 
stirring narrations, the lad passed much such an. evening 
as an imaginative young Persian may be supposed to do 
on his first introduction to hashis. Only whenever Mr, 
Jones made pause, if it were but to take a momentary 
sip at his gin and water, and the voice of the charmer 
ceased, again Dick's brain would revert to the inquiry of, 
Where have I seen this man before, and how is it that I 
know that face so well? He had certainly seen him 
christened, or at a christening —that was a settled matter, 
and might be put aside ; but had he not also seen liim 
being married, or giving in marriage somebody else? 
Nay, at a funeral, too — it couldn't have been at papa's 
funeral, for Dick had been but a baby when that hap- 
pened — but at some funeral, somewhere, he had most 
certainly beheld Mr. Jones, with his hat off, standing by 

the grave-side in the open air , The front door was 

open, and the cold night-wind blowing freely upon his 
brow when Dick got thus far. 

" You feel better now, lad ? " Mr. Jones was saying, 
in the voice that was so strange to the lad's ear — " you 
feel better now, don't you ? You should never swallow 
your smoke, my young friend, nor drink your gin and 
water out of the spoon. Good-night, Dick ; I shall see 
you again soon. Now, mind, when I shut the door, you 
must put up the chain directly. There ! " 
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A tremendous bang echoed through the house — ^the 
protest of a respectable door, bearing such a: name as 
Ingram Arbour upon it, at being unlawfully slammed 
at three o'clock upon a Sabbath morning — and Master 
Richard reached his sleeping-apartment by a series of 
tackings and lurches, and got into bed with his boots 
ooi* 




CHAPTER IX. 



THE LAST DAY AT HOME. 




T is not necessary to set forth how, day by day 
and hour by hour, the manner of Dick's 
life in London grew more and more repul- 
sive to him. Judgment will probably be given against 
him by those who read, as it was by those who saw, for 
the world's S)nnpathy for young gentlemen in similar 
plight is rarely to be awakened by any medium short of 
that of the police courts. That Richard was not treated 
by Uncle Ingram, or even by Adolphus, as the ap- 
prentices of Mrs. Brownrigg were by that famous lady, 
is true enough. He had plenty to eat and drink, and a 
great-coat in the winter-time. There were many thou- 
sand lads in the stony metropolis very much worse off 
than he, who yet remained patiently in that station of 
life to which the guardians of their parish had bound 
them. We are neither advocates of, nor apologists for 
our young friend, although we take leave to pity him. 
Since the Dicks of flesh and blood have failed fiom the 
commencement of society to justify themselves in the 
eyes of mankind, it is not probable that this pen-and-ink 
creation of ours will fare any better. When Dick sus- 
pends relations with China, as it is clear he will, he must 
needs afford to the public eye the very improper and 
unmitigated spectacle of an apprentice running away 
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from his indentures. Maria, with her universal panacea 
of " Whip him, whip him well ! " will be supported in 
that recommendation by the general voice j and there is 
no help for it 

Still, if we were great orators to move men's minds, 
like Messrs. Edwin James, or Montague Chambers, we 
would fain plead something for a little runaway lad 
scarce thirteen (gentlemen of the jury) a handsome 
curly-haired youth (good ladies), brought up hitherto 
almost at his mother's apron-strings, and loving her and 
Sister Maggie, and all who were decently kind to him, 
transplanted from his home-garden, and set among a 
wilderness of grown-up trees, bringing forth fruits of 
Assiduity, Economy, Punctuality, after their kind, but 
with only some three blossoms of Goodwill among th^m, 
and not one bud of Love. Against which blossoms, 
too — ^namely, Mrs. Trimming, Mr. Mickleham, and Mr. 
Jones — must be set a couple of Upas-trees (for when 
our hearts are touched, gentlemen of the jury, our 
tongue naturally flies to metaphor) — the cold dislike 
of Uncle Ingram, and the malicious hatred of Brother 
Adolphus. 

When June came in, in feet, and set i\p her hideous 
parody of leaf and verdure in Golden Square, Dick 
could not stand it any longer. He could not have 
stood it so long but for two things. One of these was, 
that every Saturday and Sunday his natural relatives 
took themselves away, and left him, and Mr. Jones, 
the inscrutable, came to sup, and sometimes dine with 
Mrs. Trimming. This gentleman was Dick's ideal of 
what a man should be, and he sat at his feet with never- 
tiring ears, learning to smoke, and improving in his 
method of drinking gin and water. Mr. Jones, too, 
liked Dick in return, and gave him not a few practi- 

F 
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cal proofs of his regard, although, of late, these hod 
certainly been getting rarer. He took him on one oc- 
casion to the Pantomime — passing by the box-office 
without payment, and thereby increasmg his young 
prot^g^'s admiration for him to the highest degree; 
and when the spring arrived, he introduced him to 
Cremome, where Mr. Jones seemed to have a large 
circle of acquaintances, and to be especially a favourite 
among the ladies, though we are bound to say that the 
evening in question was not that famous one upon which 
DO female was admitted beneath the rank of a baronef s 
wife. On Sundays, too, Mr. Jones would sometimes 
take both Mrs. Trimming and Dick to the Zoological 
Gardens in the Regent's Park, where the lad most tho- 
roughly enjoyed himself. Except that the animals were 
in cages — which he secretly thought ought to be dis- 
pensed with — he deemed the place quite comparable 
with the garden inhabited by our first parents. His 
dream of life was to be employed upon those premises, 
and to live in the charming little cottage by the turn- 
stile all his days. The cottage had Eaves, but at that 
period of his life, Dick did not see the necessity for one 
of those. 

** How is it, Mr. Jones, that such few people seem to 
come to this delightful spot?" observed he one day, 
when (after a long cessation from such treats) the two 
were in the monkey-house, employed in the charitable 
distribution of nuts to the most deservmg objects of that 
pitiable tribe. 

"Nobody can get in oiv Sunday without a ticket," 
replied Mr, Jones, "and the number of tickets is 
limited." 

"Are they v^ry expensive?" inquired Dick, with a 
secret determination of hoarding up his sixpence a week 
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of pocket-money until the required sum should be 
amassed. 

•* They are not to be bought with money," answered 
Mr. Jones: ''that gentleman in the comer yonder pre- 
sented me with my free admission-card." He pointed to 
an enormous ape swinging by his tail from a cross-bar, 
and apparently fast asleep. Dick opened his mouth — 
not from ear to ear, but the other way : he was astonished, 
but he had too much respect for his patron to laugh at 
him. 

'' 7}&^ gentleman, did you say?" said the boy, point- 
ing to the oscillating but benevolent donor. ''How 
curious that seems ; dear me ! " 

Mr. Jones tapped the cage-bars with his umbrella 
handle, and cried : " Ralph, Ralph, how are you ? " 

The ape undid a coil or two of his tail, and so let him- 
self down to the ground with a speed that would have 
put to shame the smartest sailor in her Majesty's fleet 
He stretched out the black paw at the end of his long 
brown arm as far as it would go through the bars, and 
his teeth rattled like a dice-box while Mr. Jones shook 
hands with him. 

" He is saying that he is very well, and that the weather 
is beautiful, although a litde close," observed that gentle- 
man, pick's delight at the £miiliarity of this specimen 
of the brute creation was irrepressible. "Even the 
animals like Mr. Jones," thought he, "and no wonder;" 
but he did wonder, nevertheless. 

"The feet is, Dick," explained his friend, "I gave 
this creatiu-e to the Zoological Society, and they gave 
me a free ticket to admit friends, by way of acknowledge 
ment" 

"Did you give this poor fellow away ? " cried the lad, 
quite scandalised at the sacrifice. "What could have 

F2 
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induced you to part with such a diarmmg, good- 
tempered ^ 

"Take care," cried Mr. Jones, "or he'll have your 
fingers off in half a second, young gentleman ; I have 
seen him snap a finger off just as though it were a radish. 
I came to possess him in this way : when I was a lad not 
much older than you, Dick, I was left a menagerie." 

" Dear me ! " exclaimed the lad in a tone of sympathy, 
and not quite fi'ee firom the impression that a menagerie 
was some fine name for an orphan. 

" I found myself the owner of a travelling wild-beast 
show — 2, lord of the fowl and the brute to an extent never 
dreamed of by Mr. Alexander Selkirk. Elephants and 
guinea-pigs, ostriches and humming-birds were mine, 
Dick, besides a glass box crammed with boa-constrictors. 
It was a case of Noah and his ark full, and I did not keep 
my live-stock very much longer than did that patriarch. 
I went to smash in a very few weeks, my lad, and found 
myself with nothing in the world but a Cercopithecus En- 
gythiihia, or Long-tailed Grivet — otherwise my talented 
friend Ralph here — ^whom no creditor was so hardy as to 
seize. I had no place to keep him, however, except my 
greatcoat-pocket, so I made a virtue of necessity, and 
forwarded the interests of Science, by presenting him 
to the Zoological Society. Never was ape more gifted, 
never was Society more charmed. He can hold more 
nuts in his cheek-pouches than you could win at a shoot- 
ing-barrow at a fair in half a day. There is no den)ring 
that he bites, but we can't expect perfection in this world. 
We aint perfect ourselves, Dick, are we ? " 

Dick humbly replied that he himself was certainly not 
perfect, but that Mr. Jones appeared to him to approach 
the apex of the moral pyramid as nearly as was humanly 
possible. To which Mr. Jones replied: "Perhaps so^ 
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lad; perhaps I do^ my boy:** and patted his head 
approvingly. 

That paternal action reminded the lad at once, as by 
lightning-flash of recollection, that he had seen Mr. Jones 
in full canonicals performing in some sacred edifice the 
ceremony of confirmation, but when or where it was, as 
^ual, he was quite unable to recall ; the desire of doing 
so, however, was so strong upon him that he took no 
more interest in animal life for the rest of the day, but 
passed it. in a sort of vertigo of reminiscence. 

The one other thing — ^besides the mitigating influence 
of Mr. Jones — ^which had hitherto prevented Dick firom 
bidding adieu to commercial life, was the promise that 
had been held out to him of revisiting Rose Cottage in 
six months from the beginning of his banishment It 
was a cruel edict that had divorced him from home and 
friends so long; but it had certainly heightened the 
fervour of anticipation with which he now looked forward 
to the holiday. Mr. Ingram Arbour rather took credit 
to himself for having thus conferred a gratification at an 
exceedingly cheap rate, and in his rare moments of 
humour would even banter his nephew upon this very 
point He did not understand how any subject should 
be kept sacred unless connected with religion or money- 
matters, and treated poor Richard's tears as pigs treat 
pearls. Attacked by his uncle there was pf course no- 
thing left for it but to submit ; but if Adolphus launched 
a dart of satire at him — a temptation that young man 
could rarely resist — Dick would up with whatever mate- 
rial weapon in the way of book or inkstand lay nearest 
to his hand, and there was a considerable y^^TOxx in the 
house, with whipping and disgrace to follow. Dick was 
not of the sort of stufif to be made a butt of; and as he 
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grew older and stronger, this pastime of his elder brother 
began to have something of the danger as well as the 
excitement about it of a bull-fight or a tiger-hunt 

The long-promised Friday, however, did at last dawn 
upon Dick, in all its July glory ; and he found himself 
once more at his old home, and in his mother's arms. 
She waited for him up in her bed-room, not that she was 
much more unwell than usual, but because she eould not 
open wide the doorways of her heart with the unimpulsive 
Maria looking on. That yoimg lady still ruled at Rose 
Cottage, a virgin queen as yet without a suitor. Johnnie 
was away from home, having been articled, at his own 
request, to an attorney in the neighbourhood, and was 
said to be pursuing the study of the law with a relish ; 
his joy being somewhat diluted, however, by the presence, 
in the same office, of Mr. William Dempsey, blind — ^and 
that but physically — only of one eye. Uncle Ingram and 
Adolphus had some particular business to transact, and 
were not to come firom town until the next morning ; and 
Maria, who never knew where to stop when among 
buttered toast, had got one of her tremendous bilious 
headaches. Everything, in fact, was as it should be for 
Dick's one holiday. " I tell you what, mother — I tell 
you what, my Maggie," cried he, in his school-boy jargon, 
''let us have a lark on the water — ^let us spend the live- 
long day on the dear old river. I will row you both up 
to the grotto. Put on your things, darlings, now, do; and, 
Maggie, don't foiget some cold meat and so on, because 
it will be so jolly to picnic m the wood, and I'll go and 
get the boat ready this minute." 

Dick, having saluted Jane and Rachel, ran out into 
the garden like a young horse who first feels the tutf 
beneath his heels; and when he had got the skiff in 
order, went over all die miniature domain again and 
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again : he crossed the bridge into the rose-gaxden, and 
plucked a nosegay apiece for his mother and sister, and 
climbed up and swung himself on the same willow-tree 
branch that had borne him a hundred times before; he 
tried to catch the minnows in the ditch with his pocket- 
handkerchief, but found he had lost some of his dexterity 
in that savage art since his residence in town ; he caught 
sight of the brown back of that identical rat which he 
had watched in and out of the same water-hole for the 
last half-a-dozen years ; and when he threw the stone at 
him, missed him, by half an inch, as he had always done 
before : he marked again the small blue butterflies with 
speckled under-wings, wheeling about the comer of the 
osier-bed, and the dragon-flies that Ht upon the heads of 
the tall water-plants, like flames of fire, and while en- 
deavouring to reach them, got into the mud knee-deep, 
and had to change his trousers — all as of old. 

By that time, his passengers and cargo were ready, 
and off they started in the reverse order to that indicated 
by the poet, Youth at the Helm — ^for Maggie steered, as 
she sat by her mother's side — ^and Pleasure, in the person 
of Dick, at the Prow, or nearly so. With those dear 
faces shining full upon him, and all the sights and sounds 
which he loved best in nature upon all sides, he was 
indeed a happy boy, and scarce the less so because 
he knew what short-lived joy it needs must be to him ; 
for his disposition was one that suffered him to make the 
most of pleasure while its sun was shming, and not to 
feel the shadow of the coming woe. Under the huge 
span of the red railway-bridge, while the iron train above 
them thundered, and shook it as it flew, and past the 
osier-beds, and in and out the islands at their leisure, 
paddled the happy three: it seemed as though with 
leaving land, ^ey had left all sombre thoughts and 
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memories behind; Dick laughed as he had scarcely 
done for half a year, and now and then, with sudden 
.access of affection, would almost upset the boat in crawl- 
ing to kiss mamma and Maggie. Mrs. Arbour appeared 
to come once more, after years of submersion, above the 
surface of existence, and to have her being again, as long 
ago, in the atmosphere of love. When they entered the 
great lock-gates, and the boat sunk with the sinking 
waters, she even volunteered one of those old, old sonp 
which she had once been accustomed to sing within that 
echoing place; but recollecting on a sudden in whose 
dear company it had last been sung in that very spot^ 
her voice broke down, and Maggie had to help her 
through with it There are few pleasanter minutes in 
a river voyage than those spent within the four walls 
of some cool dark lock, with the blue sky only to be 
seen, and when the song mingles with the falling waters 
without, as with an instrument; nor afterwards is the 
change less grateful, when the great gates part, as if by 
magic, noiselessly, and the world is once more let in upon 
^ in its summer splendour. 

On the other side of the lock, and up a back stream 
above a foaming lasher, they perceived the fisherman 
Wilson, whom the widow would have gladly passed 
unseen ; but he called out to Master Eichard, and the 
lad rowed towards him as to a friend and teacher of 
blithe sports, of old. 

'<I am glad to see you, Sir," he said, "and Miss 
Maggie, and good Mrs. Arbour also. I know that it was 
not of her kind heart that I was obliged to leave her 
cottage, and that I now fish from shore because I have 
no punt .Here is a fine trout that you will please to 
accept, Sir, in token of my respect for you and your*-» 
or at least some of yours." 
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Wilson was right in saying that it was not of Mrs. 
Arboui^s will that he had had notice to quit his cottage ; 
but he did not know that she had kept him in it for 
many years by paying his rent for him, whenever he 
was behindhand, until Maria found it out : whereupon 
she told her uncle ; and that gentleman, who had not 
forgotten the manner in which he had been once asso- 
ciated with the Emperor of Morocco, turned the poor 
fisherman out of doors. This meeting somewhat dashed 
the spirits of the party for a time, but presently they 
came \x\fon another pleasure-boat, with which Dick raced, 
and beat it, and then quite a fleet of swans surrounded 
them and gave them mimic battle, and in a little all 
was joy again. Thus the three reached the grotto in 
the wood, whence welled the crystal spring, and there 
they dined, with more enjoyment than ever yet did 
alderman at feast ; and thus, more leisurely, they drifted 
home, their skiff half-fllled with water-lilies, and the 
feathery heads of rushes, and all the river spoil It was 
a golden day, not likely to be soon forgotten by any of 
those three, and to be treasured up by one of them for 
ever — ^a home-picture hung in the inner chamber of his 
soul, evoking, like the image of a jsaint, all purest 
thoughts whene'er he looked upon it I 





CHAPTER X. 

DICK CUTS THE PAINTER. 

|R. INGRAM ARBOUR had set the space of 
three months between Dick's present holiday 
and his next enfranchisement from Darken- 
dim Street ; but it would have been all the same to that 
young gentleman if the appointed limit had been three 
years instead, or even thirty. He had made up his mind, 
in short, so soon as he should return to Golden Square^ 
to run away from it, and upon the Tuesday morning after 
his visit to Rose Cottage, he put that plan into execution. 
His preparations were not extensive, but they were com- 
plete. He packed up all his necessary clothing in a 
carpet-bag, along with a Bible which his mother had 
given him, and carried it a couple of streets off before he 
called a cab. He had seven-and-threepence in his pocket 
in hard cash ; a capital knife, with six blades, given to 
him by Dr. Babbicombe at his baptism, in the character 
of sponsor, as being a more useful present to a young man 
in the end than a silver one ; and three-quarters of an 
enormous cake which Jane had made for his especial 
benefit He possessed money, arms, and provisions, in 
short, as a thoroughly equipped exploring-party should 
do, and started in the highest spirits in pursuit of that 
shifty thing — a London livelihood. Once only, when he 
stopped tlie cabman to drop a letter into a post-office. 
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his face wore rather a grave expression; but leaving the 
solitude of the interior of the cab, and climbing up be- 
side the driver, he soon recovered, in that cheerM 
company, considerably more than equanimity. No won* 
der that the thought of that letter made him sad : it was 
addressed to his mother, and ran — in by no means 
parallel lines — ^to this effect : — 

''My DEAREST Mother — I have run away from the 
crockery business, and turned my hand to another pro- 
fession which I hope to like better. I could not stand 
it any longer from Adolphus and Unde Ingram — espe- 
cially Adolphus — I could not indeed I cannot write 
what I have suffered for the last six months ; but if you 
knew, oh, I know you would pity and foigive me, mother. 
I have got a new situation, so don't fear, and I will write 
to you sometimes, I will indeed. And whatever you do, 
dearest mother and Maggi^ do not believe what Adolphus 
and Uncle Ingram say against me. I have got your Bible 
with me, with your dear handwriting in it You will 
never, never be out of my thoughts, you twa Believe 
me, in spite of thiS| dear mother, your loving son — 
R. Arbour." 

The appointment which Dick thus spoke of was not 
a government one, but had been conferred upon him 
solely upon his own merits, and in consequence of his 
personal application. He had seen, some days ago, a 
neatly executed placard in a hairdresser^s shop-window 
near to Leicester Square, stating that a Genteel Youth 
of Good Address was wanted within, to assist in the 
Cutting Department, and he had applied for the situation 
upon tiie spot 

"Why, you are not much past fifteen, my lad?" had 
been the expostulation of Mr. Tipsaway the proprietor. 
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" Not much," replied Dick, not thinking it necessary 
to state that he was even short of that age of discretion ; 
" but I am exceedingly genteel, I do assure you." 

" And youVe got a good address, too, I suppose," ob- 
served the barber sardonically. 

Dick only shook his curly hair and showed his teeth 
— ^as the poor Italian organ-boys do when we wave them 
away with our savage British hands from the summit of 
our dining-room Venetian blinds — and, as it happened, 
no verbal reply could have served him better. 

" He has some modesty, then," observed the perruquicr 
to his consort 

" I think he will do very well to send out to the Ladies' 
Schools," observed Mrs. Tipsaway critically. 

Whatever Mrs. Tipsaway thought, Mr. Tipsaway always 
acted upon, and Mr. Richard Arbour had therefore ob- 
tained admittance into their fashionable establishment 
upon trial. He had promised to be at his post — what- 
ever that might mean — ^upon the ensuing Tuesday, and 
he arrived there with his cake and carpet-bag at the ap- 
pointed hour. 

The barber and his wife were perfectly well aware that 
Master Richard Smith, as he called himself, was a young 
gentleman who had run away from home, and were all 
the more glad to have him from that circumstance. Such 
an escapade on his part was of more value to them than 
the most respectable references, of which of course he had 
none : if, they argued, he was found out and taken back 
again, they would either obtain hush-money from his 
family, or the affair would be made public and their es- 
tablishment advertised; if not, his appearance in their 
Saloons would be certainly advantageous. 

The apartments thus denominated were three chambers 
of small extent, furnished with that peculiar skimpiness 
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and inefficiency which distinguish the saloons of diminu* 
tive steamboats, and with an enormous basin upon wheels 
—in two of them — in lieu of a table, which carried out 
the nautical parallel still further. The fire-places in all 
these rooms smoked throughout the winter — although 
Mr. Tipsaway would declare upon his word of honour, 
when any complaint was made, that it was only a par- 
ticular quarter of the west wind or the east wind, as the 
case may be^ which caused that unprecedented mis- 
fortune ; and in one of them the customers were allowed 
to smoke, a large proportion of whom happened, for 
certain reasons, to be foreigners, who would not otherwise 
perhaps have patronised the place. 

"In that comparatively small apartment, Sir," ob- 
served Mr. Tipsaway to his young recruit, on introduc- 
ing him to the premises — "in that comparatively small 
apartment, are not seldom to be seen some of the most 
exalted personages in the history of European politics ; 
the bulwarks of continental liberty, the apostles of that 

sacred gospel of Equality between man and man 

What the deuce do you mean. Frizzle, by running against 
me in that fashion ? " ejaculated Mr. Tipsaway, suddenly, 
as a pale young man, in a white apron and shirt-sleeves, 
and carrying an enormous can of water, stumbled upon 
them in the dark and narrow passage that shut ofif the 
shop from the saloons. " Do you know who you arcy 
Sir, and who / am ? A pretty example of respect and 
subordination. Frizzle, you are setting to this young man 
here. Why isn't this gas-jet lighted, which I have' 
ordered to be done every morning without fail ? " 

" Please, Sir," explained the trembling Frizzle, " Mrs* 
Tipsaway said ^" 

"Silence, Sir," thundered the proprietor; "how do you 
dare tcr interrupt me when I am speaking. Go along 
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with yoUy and be more careful in future not to turn your 
cans over your betters. — ^Where was I, my young friend,* 
added the barber, dropping his voice — "where was I, 
when that idiot ran up against me ? " 

^' At the sacred gospel of Equality between man and 
man," suggested Dick with simplicity. 

"Exactly so," replied Mr. Tipsaway, whose oratory 
had been a good deal quenched by the cold water. 
*' Well, the short and long of it is, the refugees and such 
like meets here pretty often, and talks all kinds of linga 
One of 'em can't talk at all, however — Count Gotsucha- 
koff, the Russian gent — ^he as is a coming through the 
shop at this instant Now, just you look at him." 

Dick did look at him, as at the first count whom his 
hitherto unprivileged eye had ever beheld, and this is 
what he saw: a tall dark sallow man, of about fifty 
years of age, without a vestige of hair upon his face, and 
that upon his head cut down to mere gray bristle : he 
had that painful look of enforced watchfulness about him 
which onQr belongs to the deaf and dumb, as though 
they were solicitous not to lose the play of a single 
muscle in the countenances of their more fortunate fellow- 
creatures : upon the left breast of his high-buttoned black 
waistcoat, there depended about three-halfpenny-worth of 
red ribbon, the termination of which — doubtless the order 
of the Golden Eagle, or other costly bird of his native 
land — ^was lost in a little side podcet As he walked 
through the shop, he lifted his hat to Mrs. Tipsaway, 
who stood behind the counter, an act of condescension 
which delighted Dick, and even elicited from Mr. Tips- 
away— who was acoistomed to it — z, cordial expression of 
praise. 

** He's the politest beggar, is the count, Smith, as 
ever you see. He'll bow to me, and even to you, now, 
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when he comes in^ just as though we were counts our- 
selves." 

In another moment the Russian nobleman had entered 
the smoking-room, where the two were standing, and 
saluted them in the magnificent and courtly manner 
which had been predicted. 

^'How are you. Old Starch-and-Sdfif?" observed Mr. 
Tipsaway, throwing, however, a most marked respect into 
his features. ''Will you have a glass of the same tipple 
as usual, and smoke your cabbage-leaf till the other noble 
swells make their appearance, eh? — ^You see, Smith," 
remarked the barber, observing the extreme dismay de* 
picted in Dick's countenance, ''it don't signify tuppence 
what one says to a deaf-and-dumb cove like this ; one 
may just as well call him ' Old boy * as ' Your excel- 
lency ; ' in iaxX, it would be throwing fine words away, 
and putting one's self out of one's usual way for nothing." 

Upon this explanation the unfortunate count smiled a 
smile of the most courteous approval, and seating him- 
self at the table, produced a little parcel of tobacco and 
a small volume, consisting of thin brown paper, out of 
which raw materials he began constructing cigarettes. 

" How deuced sharp he is with his fingers 1 " observed 
Mr. Tipsaway admiringly. " I'm hanged if he amt a 
precious deal more like a monkey than a man. You 
should see him presently when the others come in and 
talk their lingo; here he'll sit for hours, bless you, smok- 
ing and rolling, rolling and smoking, and making believe 
to listen, just as though he were all right, you know. 
He's a very patient chap, that I must say for him. 
Here's your hodervee, count — thaf s what he would call 
brandy, if he could speak, you know — and do keep to 
the spittoon, there's a g(H>d creature*-he's an awful creetur 
for that, is the count, and vexes my wife most amazingi 
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They say he can spectorate over his own head, as he slu 
in his chair, but I can't say as I ever saw him do it But 
now we must clear out of this, for here comes Monsieur 
de Crespigny, and Herr Singler, and the rest of the* 
foreign gents, who like to be by themselves here, and 
have no fancy for listeners." 

This delicacy on the part of Mr. Tipsaway must not 
be estimated at too high a rate, considering that if he 
had applied his ear to the keyhole of the smoking-saloon 
with ever so great an assiduity, he would never have 
heard anything but tongues which he did not happen Us 
be able to translate. It would have been a dangerous 
method of studying foreign pronunciation, too, for the 
barber was right enough in describing his guests as im- 
patient of eaves-droppers. In that small smoky back room 
of the unconscious haircutter, certain determinations were 
now and then arrived at, important enough, and the 
divulging of which would have brought death or ruin on 
many an innocent head hundreds of miles away. That 
wretched room had been the hatching place of many an 
abortive plot for the confusion of tyrants, and even the 
nursery of more than one rickety constitution. It was 
less convenient for the enjoyment of social life, it is true, 
than for the arrangement of conspiracies, but those who 
used it had been driven — as they thought by an arbitrary 
and vindictive hand — from country, and home, and 
friends, and all things that give life a wholesome relish, 
and had their minds solely set — firmly and savagely as a 
man sets his teeth — ^upon wrongs to be righted, and 
cruelties to be avenged. No foreign spy would have 
dreamed of invading Mr. Tipsaway's quiet emporium, for 
It is notorious that mauchards are entirely without sense 
of humour, which, and which alone, might have led them 
to look with grave suspicion upon the fact of a number 
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of gentlemen, whose close-cropped heads had the ap- 
pearance of stubble-fields, frequenting, almost daily, an 
establishment devoted to cutting and curling. 

These men, so scant of linen, so saving of soap, had 
yet, in Richard's eyes, a certain dignity about them, which 
Englishmen, similarly stricken by poverty, would perhaps 
have lacked. When we islanders grow poor, we are apt 
to cease from being polite, and to regard our fellow- 
creatures with bitterness ; nor do our shabby hats grow 
shabbier through too much courteous salutation of the 
general public ; but a handsome, meny, young face like 
that of Richard Arbour, was as much a passport to the 
heart of M. de Crespigny — melancholy as it had grown 
to be — ^as when he had been a prosperous gentleman, 
and leader of the extreme left in the Chamber of Deputies. 

He congratulated Dick upon his new appointment at 
Mr. Tipsaway's, as though he had been some cadet of 
noble family just gazetted page to the French king ; and 
thus in a couple of minutes won more of gratitude from 
the imptdsive lad than Uncle Ingram had been able to 
earn by thirteen years of practical benefits. Oh, great 
and wonderful powers of human look and speech, that 
can confer such gracious happiness upon the hearts of 
6thers by a mere smile or tone ! and oh, still more wonder- 
ful human blindness and arrogance, that spare to bestow 
a gift that costs the donor so little I 

Although, however, M. de Crespigny — ^who conversed 
with Dick in English, of course, never imagining that a lad 
in his position would understand any other language than 
his own — ^and our young runaway did become fast friends 
in a few days, it is not to be supposed that the barber's 
boy had nothing else to do but to cultivate the acquain- 
tance of foreign noblemen. On the day after his arrival, 
be.was taken in hand by Mr. Frizzle, a feeble young man, 

Q 
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much bullied by Tipsaway, and with an expression of 
countenance piteous as that of a hunted kangaroo, to 
which animal he bore a further resemblance in an enor- 
mous linen pouch, which he always carried about with 
him, filled with the implements of his profession. Whether 
Mr. Frizzle had real genius or not, is a question only to 
be decided— or rather to be fought about, for they never 
decide — ^by the psychological metaphysicians; but that 
he had at all events '^a turn" for music, there is no 
denying. Like other eminent persons in obscure cir- 
cumstances, however, who have been attached to that 
divine calling, he pursued it under many disadvantages ; 
his principal instrument of melody being the comb kept 
for the general use of the customers, by help of which 
and some thin brown curling-paper, he would perform 
curious pieces of his own composition — ^muffled oratorios : 
extracting music fi-om the tortoise-shell, like Orpheus 
and the earliest masters of the art. 

"Frizzle, why don't you stop that infernal twanging?" 
roared Mr. Tipsaway at ii a,m. from the front shop, oh the 
morrow of Dick's arrival. " Don't you know that it^s the 
last Saturday in the month, and that Mr. Smith must be 
taken to school this morning ? " 

Dick thought with a shudder of Messrs. Dot and 
Carriwun's, and his heart sank within him lest the study 
of the mathematics should be indeed necessary for the 
hair-cuttmg line of business, as it seemed to be for every 
other. 

" To school, Sir 1 " cried he; ''I have been to school, 
Mr. Tipsaway, and learned up to vulgar fi-actions." 

" You will see more of them to-day, lad," grinned the 
barber, in intense enjoyment of the coming witticism, 
** than you ever saw in your life before. It is a charity* 
school you are going to this morning, where all tfa^ boys 
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may be said to be vulgar fractions. It is the txperimoh 
turn in corpore vili^ as my classical friend Herr Singler 
once observed You are about to learn hair-cutting 
upon paupers* heads, Mr. Richard Smith. The parish 
authorities have such a belief in our accurate knowledge 
of the prevailing tnode^ that they place one hundred and 
twenty heads at our disposal every six weeks. Frizzle, 
give him the bluntest pointed scissors that we have in 
the shop, lest he should abuse the confidence thus re- 
posed in us ; and don't take any combs there, mind that^ 
for you know what happened once, in consequence, to 
Mr. Camellair, the artist, who has never since visited our 
establishment" 

Thus it was that Mr. Richard Arbour mastered the 
rudiments of the science of hair-cutting. His unculti- 
vated £ancy was allowed to sow its wild oats in charity- 
schools and workhouses, among locks for the nourish- 
ment of which no Polar bear is slain, no Pammade de 
Upsaway is concocted ; nay, if truth must be told, he 
was even lent out ^atis upon Sunday mornings to infe- 
rior establishments in low neighbourhoods, nor until he 
had disfigured many hundreds of the working<lasses 
with his ignorant shears, was he judged worthy to try 
bis 'prentice hand upon a gentleman. That time, how- 
ever, did at last arrive, and the genteel youth of good 
address drew customers to the house, as Mr. Tipsaway 
had anticipated. The lad was a considerable relief to 
those who had hitherto only experienced the nervous 
attentions of Mr. Frizzle. That young man — besides 
his introduction of the foreign body we have already 
hinted at into the luxuriant tresses of Mr. Camellair — 
had been guilty of enormous indiscretions. He had 
almost driven Major Bantam into an apoplexy by whist* 
Sog a melody— softly but quite perceptibly— upon a 

a9 
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bald spot on that mdignant officer's head, as he stood 
behind him ^* thinning his top," as the phrase goes; 
and when Miss Comely Pettigrewhad asked him whether 
he thought that he had a pair of whiskers to suit her — 
meaning, of course, those artificial frisdtcs used for dis- 
tending the side-hair — he had fairly spluttered with 
laughter, and rushed out of the room. Moreover, his 
conversation-^-a most important matter with gentlemen 
of his profession — ^was feeble to quite an extraordinary 
d^ee. Beyond "The weather is distressingly 'ot to- 
day, Mem," or, "*0w that chimney ^S:^ smoke now, to 
be sure. Sir, don't it?" he had absolutely nothing to 
say; whiles in place of introducing the subject of pur- 
chases warily and delicately, he would come out with : 
" Now, buy a pot of our pommade. Sir — do^^ as though 
he were appealing to the pity rather than the self-interest 
of the customer. 

The foreign gentlemen, in particular, whose inexpli- 
cable politeness affected the nerves of Mr. Frizzle, were 
exceedingly glad to be waited upon by Dick instead of 
him : they did not think it necessary to break off their 
conversation when the lad chanced to have occasion to 
enter their room; and it must be confessed that he took 
advantage of that circumstance to drink in as much as 
his knowledge of the French tongue, imparted to him 
by Sister Maggie, would permit him. He could not 
understand very much, of course — even when he could 
translate it — of their talk about the Solidarity of the 
Peoples, or of the moment being Supreme for down- 
trodden Nationalities, but he knew that they were talk- 
ing secrets, and that he was listening to them, unknown 
to the speakers, which is a state of affairs gratifying to 
most people. 

Moreoveri he was deeply interested in the scenes 
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themselves, and the persons who composed them: in 
his friend and patron, M. de Crespigny, so eloquent and 
so enthusiastic; in Herr Singler, so quiet and yet so 
weighty, that no man put in a word while he was speak- 
ing; in Signor Castigliano, so scornfully indignant in 
hand, and voice, and eye ; and of the ten or a dozen 
conspirators who assembled, all or some, in that little 
saloon daily, especially in the silent, sullen Count Got- 
suchakoff, who sat in that stormy parliament, sipping 
his brandy, and smoking his tobacco, as though he were 
the sole occupant of the apartment Now and then, a 
slip of paper would be handed to him with some pen- 
cilled words, requesting his advice on this or that matter, 
and he would write his reply on a leaf of his little 
cigarette-book, with incredible speed The conspirators 
had evidently a high opinion of his judgment, and 
indeed, for five-and-thirty years this exile from St 
Petersbuigh — banished perhaps for writing what he 
might have spoken with impunity, had he been able to 
speak at all — ^had been prompter or participator in half 
the revolutions of Europe, There was a great attraction 
and mystery about this man for Dick, who had never 
chanced to see a deaf-and-dumb person before, ^d 
his sharp young eyes were often fixed upon him when 
the count was by no means aware of it That gentle- 
man would sometimes stay l^ehind when his friends 
departed, finishing his eau de vie, and on a certain 
occasion, the lad surprised him in the performance of a 
rather singular action. 

Dick had opened the saloon-door with unusual quiet- 
ness, and without the draught or other accompanying 
circumstance, such as generally attracted the count's 
attention at once, announcing his presence, and behold, 
there was the Russian arranging the slips of paper that 
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had been given to him during the conference in Ids 
voluminous pocket-book ! This struck Dick as being 
remarkable, because he had heard M. de Crespigny say 
that he would warn Count Gotsuchakofif to be particu- 
lar in destroying them, and the count, on receiving the 
written suggestion, had apparently done so — folding 
each slip as soon as he had perused it, and consuming 
it in the gas-jet that was always alight in the room for 
smoking purposes--^not only on that occasion, but ever 
afterwards, as the lad had seen him do many times. 
This contradictory circumstance would not, however, of 
itself perhaps have awakened Dick's suspicions, had not 
the Russian suddenly started up, thrust the pocket- 
book into his bosom, and seizing the lad by the throat, 
uttered in unmistakable French, and with a rolling of 
the rs beyond the reach of most articulate-speaking 
men — (not to speak of a deaf-and-dumb gentleman), 
that one tremendous rage-laden contmental shibboleth 





CHAPTER XI. 

THE PERILS OP EAVES-DROPPIKG. 

|HE modesty of talent — ^provided that it be 
companied with a stock of patience — is always 
sure of its reward. If Master Richard Arbour 
had ever chanced to plume himself among the foreign 
customers of Mr. Tipsaway, upon his knowledge of the 
French tongue, it is not unlikely that the moment which 
found him in the grasp of the Russian count would have 
been his last Rage and fear contended in the man's 
evil eyes, and blanched his cheek, while his wicked 
fingers tightened about the poor lad's throaty as though 
their trade was murder. Dick's countenance was rapidly 
growmg black, when he bethought himself of throwing an 
expressive glance at the table, and of making as though 
he would reach with one of his hands the pencil that 
still lay there. He felt convmced that his life depended 
on the count's imaginii^ that his secret was yet undis- 
covered — that he was a deaf and dumb man still in his 
eyes as in those of the rest of the world — ^and therefore, 
mstead of exclaiming : " Oh, spare me, for I never meant 
to find you out;" or, "Foigive m^ count, for discover- 
ing that you are an impostor," he judiciously confined 
himself to making signs. 
The count relaxed his gripe to consider a little, and 
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then released the lad altogether, though taking care to 
stand between him and the door. Dick took up the 
pencil and wrote : " I am very sorry to have disturbed 
you, Sir ; I thought you had all left the room, and was 
coming in to put it straight" 

" You lie ! " returned the count, in the most delicate 
and microscopic handwriting that ever was seen. 

" I also came to see if there was any brandy left,** 
wrote Dick, 

This did not happen to be in the least the case, but 
it was more in accordance with the Russian's notion of 
what was probable, than the simple truth of the other 
answer. 

"What did you see?" inquired GotsuchakofF, setting 
down the words with his practised fingers, while he kept 
his lynx eyes fixed upon the trembling youth. 

"I SAW you, count." 

"What else, boy — ^what else?" 

"Please, count, I saw that you had drunk all the 
brandy." 

Gotsudiakoff was evidently at a nonplus. He did 
not know whether to believe the boy or not He 
hesitated as to whether he should push him further, 
afraid, in case of his being unaware that he had really 
spoken, of impressing him too much with the importance 
of what had happened. 

" And did you not Aear anything ? " wrote the count, 
unable to bear the horrid uncertainty which consumed 
him. 

This was the most perilous moment of all to Dick, 
and luckily the lad was by this time fiilly aware of it 
His features expressed the most extreme bewilderment, 
and even a touch of drollery, "jffirar, count?" wrote 
hft in rather 4 sibaky band, it must be c^nfts^^d ; " bow 
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should I hear anything, with nobody but you in the 
room?" 

The Russian was looking him through and through 
with a terrible distrust but the smile which the lad had 
conjured up seemed completely to disarm him. He 
drew a long breath of intense relief, and wiped away 
the drops that stood upon his pale forehead He had 
but uttered a single French word, after all, reasoned 
he, which, even if distinctly heard, might very well 
have sounded to the lad's English ears like the mere 
guttural exclamation of a dumb man excited to pas* 
sion. At all events, if murder were not to be done, 
it was better to believe this, and to efface the recollec- 
tion of the whole matter from the boy's mind as soon 
as possible. 

"I beg you pardon, young Sir," wrote he; "I am 
afraid that I have been taking a little more drink than 
is good for me. Let us shake hands, and foiget this 
stupid business." 

The Russian, to whom a bribe appeared no more 
unreasonable — and probably much less so — than a 
friendly present, or a fair commercial exhange, pressed 
a crown-piece into the hand of the barber's boy, whose 
fingers closed on it mechanically, and abruptly left the 
room. He had prolonged the interview to the utmost 
limits consistent with the other's safety, for the unna- 
tural tension of Dick's faculties could be maintained no 
longer; he heard the count's heavy footsteps passing 
through the front shop — ^who probably saluted its pro- 
prietor with his accustomed courtesy, for Mr. Tipsawa/s 
voice replied : " Good-bye, old dununy," doubtless with 
a smile of great obsequiousness — and he heard no more ; 
but fell down, face on the table, in a fainting-fit, thereby 
upsetting the brandy bottle. 
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The crash of the breaking glass brought Mrs. Tipt- 
away, who had a housekeeper's ear for that particular 
noise^ directly into the smoking-room j and her raised 
voice, for which Mr. T. had a husband's ear, at once 
summoned that gentleman to her assistance. 

" What do you think of thisy Mr. Tipsaway ? " cried she 
with bitterness, nattu-ally, though somewhat unjustly, 
directing her anger against the only animate object 
'* What have you got to say for your pet apprentice mw f " 

''Now, it was well known that Dick was rather the 
pet of the lady than of her husband, but when the 
iemale mind is excited, it not uncommonly spurns the 
trammels of vulgar factj and Mrs. Tipsaway kept her 
own mental powers particularly free and fetterless in thai 
respect 

** He's as drunk as a young lord," confessed Mr. Tips- 
away apologetically ; '' there is not a doubt of that" 

''And what do we want of your young lords here?*" 
inquired the lady with indignation. "Why must you 
be picking up a young swell like this, who must have 
hb best French brandy, forsooth, and destroy the bottle 
afterwards, when we might have had a charity-boy as 
cheap, or cheaper ** 

How they could have got one cheaper, considering 
that they gave Master Richard Smith just nothing at 
all, cannot, unfortunately, be here disclosed, for Mrs. 
Tipsaway pulled herself short up, when she had got 
thus £ar, to emit an expression of astonishment, which, 
in the mouth of a less genteel lady, might have been 
mistaken for a whistle. 

*' Look here I " cried she, exhibiting the boy's neck, 
the cravat of which she had been loosening; "somebody 
has been trying to throttle the lad Here are the marks 
of four fingers and a thumb." 
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^Gotsuchakofify sacreT murmured the lad, with his 
eyes still dosed. 

The barber and his wife exchanged looks of profound 
lerron 

''That lad has been insulting the county and the 
foreign gentleman will never come here again, perhaps," 
groaned Mr. Tipsaway, to whom the refugees paid a 
Tery tolerable sum for the exclusive use of the smoking* 
saloon. What have you been doing, you young rascal ? ^ 
inquired he, at the same time giving his genteel appren- 
tice a tremendous shaking. ''What have you been at. 
Sir, eh?" 

"I saw nothing, I heard nothing," replied poor Dick, 
who imagined that the Russian was still cross-examining 
him ; " I only came to put things to r^hts —— Oh, 
if s you, Mr. Tipsaway, is it ? " 

"Yes, it's me, you drunken young vagabond, and what 
then?" 

" Why, here's some money that the count left me to 
pay for the broken glass," quoth Dick, whose wits were 
reawakening. "He was awitdly drunk though, for all 
that, I do assure you. He set on me^ just because I could 
not understand his telegraphing, like some wild animal" 

" He went through the shop very steadily," observed 
Mr. Tipsaway, perceptibly mollified by the silver, but 
tdll a litde incredulous. 

" That may do for Mr. T.," observed the better-half 
of that gentleman to herself, "but not for me^ young 
gentleman : I heard the glass break after the count left 
the house." 

"Anyhow, he nearly choked me," observed Dide 
pettishly, and adjusting his neckcloth ; "and I had rather 
not have anything more to do with Count Grotsuchakofi^ 
please." 
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" Pooh, pooh t he'll forget it the next time he comes," 
Rtumed Mr. Tipsaway; "and, besides, yon are going to> 
moiTOW, Smith, to Miss Backboard's instead of Frizzle, 
who, she complains, w/^ giggle all the time he is cutting 
her young ladies' hair. The count will not certainly 
remember his drunken Irolic for eight-and-forty hours." 

Dick thought within himself, that if Mr. Tipsaway 
had felt the Russian's fingers at his own windpipe, he 
would not have described the occurrence quite so play< 
fully ; but «nce he had no desire to make the barber his 
confidant, he affected to be satisfied, and made no fiirther 
complaint 

Hr. Tipsaway, who had heard the muffled oratorio in 
fiiU performance in the firont shop for several minutes, 
hoie rushed away to deprive ih& musician of his instru- 
ment which he justly deemed was one that reqmred a 
curtain or other means of concealment between the 
player and the general public, at least as much as any 
organ. Mrs. Tipsaway stayed behind, to lay her hand 
upon the lad's shoulder confidentially, and to observe 
in a motherly tone: "Com^ Dick, you must tell nw 
the truth, my tad, the whole truth, and nothing but the 
truth." 

Di<i knew enough of the character of Mrs. Tipsaway 
to be aware, that the commission of a secret to her ears 
would be about equivalent to advertising it in the 
columns of any local newspaper of tolerable dicul^uion ; 
so he smiled sweetly — a thing Dick could always do 
when conversing with a lady — and rephed with simpli- 
city; "The whole truth about what. Ma'am?" in order 
to gain time for fictitious composition. 

" Now, don't aggravate me," replied Mrs. Tipsaway — 
and this time with a dash of piquancy in her accents, 
Ins motherly than step-motherly — "for I am doing » 
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h^dr-chain for a bride-elect, and can't afford to have my 
fingers set all of a tremble. What did the count give 
you that piece of money for, and how came that bottle 
broken?" 

"/broke the bottle, Mrs. Tipsaway," exclaimed the 
youth, clasping his penitent hands. 

"And the money, the money ? " cried the lady, stamp- 
ing her foot. 

"The count gave me the money for having thrashed 
me so, because, because ^** 

"Because he caught you helping yourself to his 
brandy," cried Mrs. Tipsaway, triumphantly finishing 
the sentence. 

" Ah, yes, Ma'am. I perceive it is impossible to de* 
ceive your sagacity." 

"Then don't try it again, Smith, mind thati' con- 
tinued the lady with emphasis. " Men have tried it- 
women have tried it — Frizzle has tried it; but it has 
never succeeded yet with Martha Tipsaway. It is not 
very likely, therefore, that a child like you will have 
much chance. Trust me, boy, and I will take you to 
my aims — ^that is to say, of course, you must keep your 
distance, and not foiget that you are the 'prentice, and 
I the missis ; but txy to deceive me, young gentleman, 
and you'll wish yourself one of them figures in the win- 
doWj whose ears cannot feel a box, nor whose mouth 
appreciate victuals." 

With which piece of didactics Mrs. Tipsaway swepi 
iNit of the room in a whirlwind of silk and cap-strings. 



CHAPTER XII. 

MISS backboasd's young ladies. 

9ISS BACKBOARD'S fashionaUe seminary for 
young ladies was situated in a pleasant suburb 
of the metropolis, and had a strip of garden 
lying in front of it, bearing the same reladon to the house 
in superfidal extent as each of the slices of caipet in the 
dormitories bore to its respective bed. A holly-tree, 
^gnificant of Prudence, kept watch at the garden^te j 
the daisy, emblem of Innocence^ blushed in its little 
grass-borders; the modest violet, at its proper season, 
indicated, in its own sweet language, the character of the 
inmates of the establishment ; no red rose cried : " He is 
near I — he is near I " no white rose wept : " He is late I " 
but such of Miss Backboard's young ladies as had got so 
far as to think about "him" at all, were represented in 
that innocent plot by the unimpatient lily, which whis- 
pns, " I wait ; " and, on one side of the gravel-walk 
that led to the front-door by the acacia-tree, which sighs 
but of Platonic Love. Only, when Miss Backboard 
eradicated the wicked iris and the two demonstrative 
jonquil from her parterre, it was inconsistent of her to 
spare that Virginian jasmine — symbol of separation — 
which climbed up the entire face of the house, and looked 
down, over the wall, upon the passion-flowers in the next 
garden. 
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The jasmine might look, but the young ladies 
mightn^t Not to look out of the window,** was one 
of the edicts of the Backboardian code, which might, 
for precautionary severity, have been drawn up by Mrs. 
Praisegod Barebones, for the benefit of female Cavaliers. 
Miss Backboard herself, however, was constantly on the 
watch at one or other of the casements, like Sister Anne 
on Bluebeard's tower, and took note of every male crea- 
ture that came in at the little iron gate. She had already 
caused two bakers* boys to be dismissed from their 
situations, for whistling melodies relating to the affections 
as they approached her house ; and a third was even now 
upon his trial for kissing his hand to her front windows— 
the defence set up by the accused party being, that he was 
only engaged with his pocket-handkerchief. The post- 
man was not permitted to intrust his letters for the estab- 
lishment to any hand but hers ; and she winnowed the 
correspondence thus obtained with a skill and complete- 
ness that Sir James Graham and his myrmidons might 
have envied. A pink envelope, or an envelope with a 
sealing-wax '' kiss " upon i^ or with an affectionate motto 
on its seal, was arrested by her vigilant fingers as a health- 
officer would seize upon some infected wretch whose 
escape from quarantine must needs bring death and deso- 
lation into a thousand homes. No male handwriting 
was suffered to pass at all without inquiry of the would- 
be recipient j and if the serpent who wrote it was no 
nearer of kin than a bachelor-cousin, the missive was 
ruthlessly torn up and scattered to the wanton winds. 
Nor was the export-trade less strictly watched than the 
import All letters except to honA-fide relatives were 
inspected. Yes; conscientious Miss Backboard did 
indeed peruse the whole of the correspondence between 
the young ladies of bev own estabUsbment and their 
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<' eternal friends" at similar educational seminaries or 
elsewhere: twice a week that indefatigable female per* 
formed the awful task in its completeness, beginning 
with, " My own dearest, dearest Isabel " in the middle 
of the first page, and so, through the slanting shower of 
affectionate commonplaces to the all-important postscript 
No. 2. No wonder the good lady was consumed by 
anxieties, and haggard with suspicions \ no brain could 
stand such letter-reading twice a week for long. She 
looked for hidden meanings in sentences wherein the 
writer had seen no necessity for inserting any meaning at 
all; she scorched the missives before the fire, with a 
view of bringing forth the secrets concealed in lemon- 
juice that were never there; she conceived that some 
crafty cipher lay in the frequent and unnecessary dashes 
which italicised the general contents, and imagined elope- 
ments and rope-ladders lurked in the very loops of 
the /s. 

It was Miss Backboard herself who did Master Richard 
Arbour, otherwise Smith, the honoiur of receiving him at 
her own door-step, having reconnoitred him for several 
minutes — as a medieval porter might have eyed a 
stranger knight — before admitting him to even that 
proximity. 

" Whence come you, boy ? " quoth she, in that blank-, 
verse style exceedingly popular with ladies of scholastic 
pursuits, when their time and tempers permit them to 
make use of it " Whence come you, and firom whom ? " 

'<! am the new barber's boy fix)m Mr. Tipsaway's, 
please. Ma'am." 

Miss Backboard's eagle eye detected in the Genteel 
Youth too pronounced a gentility. 

"I mistrust you, boy," returned she ; ^mymindnu^ 
gives me :. do you play a part with me ? " 
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^ No, please, Ma'am, I play nothing. Frizzle plays a 
good deal, when master will let him ; but the only time 
I ever tried, I broke a tooth." 

^'Brdce a tooth!" echoed the astonished school- 
mistress; '^I don't know what you mean; I don*t see 
that you have any teeth broken." 

" No, please, Ma*am ; it was only the tooth of the 
comb that was broken. Frizzle- always plays upon a 
comb. It cost me eightpence to " 

<< Good gracious 1 I hope you don't bring that comb 
here?" cried Miss Backboard sharply. 

" Oh no, Ma'am ; that would not be * comme ilfamt} " 
smiled Dick, with his best accent The nature of his 
mission tickled the lad immensely, and put him in spirits 
too high for his position. 

" What ! you speak French ? " exclaimed the terrified 
lady. " You are no barber's boy." 

** Perruquier^ if you please, Madam ; yes, that is what 
I am. It is essential to our fashionable connection, says 
Mr. Tipsaway, that one, at least, in the establishment 
should have some knowledge of that language. I learned 
it from my boyhood." 

" Boyhood ! " screamed Miss Backboard. " Why, what 
do you call yourself now ? " 

"Mr. Tipsaway calls me one of his young men, 
Ma'am. ' One of my young men will be at your house 
to-day. Miss Backboard,' he wrote, meaning myself; and, 
indeed, I am more than fourteen years old already." 

" Fourteen," murmured the sdioolmistress to herself; 
" that is not a dangerous age. Hum 1 Yes, you may 
come in." 

She ushered him into a smaU apartment on the right 
of the entrance, hung round with blank maps and a few 
unfiamed landscapes ; a couple of enormous globes 

H 
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filled each a recess on either side of the fireplace, and a 
fevr books of the MangnaiTs Questions class leaned up 
against one another on their shelves in a manner which, 
under any roof less correct than Miss Backboard's, would 
have suggested intoxication. An inclined plane — ^torture- 
engine peculiar to females — stood in one comer, and a 
pair of dumb-bells (probably the only ones in the house), 
in another. The apartment was, in short, devoted to the 
severer branches of the educational course, inclusive, as it 
subsequently appeared, of hair-cutting. 

Miss Backboard rang the belL ^' Elizabeth," observed 
she to the domestic, with the air of a stage-monarch 
ordering a banquet " let a doth be spread, and inform 
those young ladies who require his services, that this 
person — the young person firom Mr. Tipsawa/s — ^^is 
awaiting them in the Geographical Chamber. And, 
Elizabeth, tell Miss Crummy to come down firsts because 
her dressmg-gown is the largest^ and will do for all the 
others." 

By the time Master Richard had arranged the doth 
upon the floor, and put on the kangaroo apron, the 
young lady in question made her appearance. A loose 
and voluminous pink robe concealed the form, which 
was aiso doubtless voluminous and pink ; but the sight 
of her chubby cheeks and good-humoured eyes ought 
to have satisfied anybody. 

"I think you foigot your courtesy. Miss Crummy," ob- 
served the schoolmistress with marked severity. 

That young lady immediately rose firom the cane- 
bottomed chair and made a profound obeisance. 

Master Kichard Smith, in imitation of the Chevalier 
de Crespigny, bowed almost to the ground. 

'< Be quiet, boy 1" ejaculated Miss Backboard sharply. 
« Do you suppose my pupil bowed \.oyou t " The school- 
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mistress seated herself on the upper extremity of the 
inclined plane, and from that station superintended the 
operations. 

<< You are looking out of window. Miss Crummy, which 
is forbidden ; be good enough to keep yom: eyes fixed on 
the ground." 

Miss Crummy did not reply; but Dick perceived the 
bade of her neck to become of a deeper rose-colour, and 
her plump figure to shake as with secret laughter beneath 
his admiring eyes. 

^ You are exposing your hand. Miss Crummy, in an 
indelicate manner. Where are your mits, which I have 
particularly directed to be worn in the presence oi 
strangers ? " 

''I thought, Madam," replied the young lady, speaking 
in the French tongue, for the private ear of the school- 
mistress, "that you only meant we should do so in the 
presence of grown-up gentlemen, and that for this little 
boy here ^" 

" Silence, girl 1 " exclaimed the schoolmistress hastily, 
and in German : " * the little boy here,' as you call him, 
understands French." 

Miss Crummy bit her lips, and again Dick perceived 
an undulatory motion communicated to the entire dress- 
ing-gown beneath him. 

Before this young lady left the room, indeed, she had 
earned for herself a dozen rebukes, and one most bar- 
barous punishment — a wooden mark was suspended 
from her ample neck, the presence of which ornament 
forbade any companion to communicate with her except 
in the German language, wherein she had shown herself 
no great proficient in the Geographical Chamber. How 
long this was to be endured, Dick did not know ; but 
be was relieved to hear Miss Crummy's cheerful laugh 

»3 
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as she ran up stairs, apparently with the lightest of 
hearts, though with a step that went nigh to shake the 
establishment 

Angel after angel, sylph after sylph, came down and 
arrayed herself in the voluminous pink, under Dick's 
assiduous hands. He did not giggle, like Mr. Frizzle, 
he did not again even venture upon bowings like M. de 
Crespigny. Miss Backboard began to be mollified by 
his perfect behaviour, and to entertain that trust in his 
methodical quietness which she had denied to his tender 
years : she yawned while the fifteenth seraph was having 
her tips taken off, and inquired languidly whether there 
was any more to come. The seraph replied that there 
was only Miss Mickleham to com^ who had been de- 
layed until last by reason of her being under punishment 

"Very well, then," replied Miss Backboard loftily: 
"you may tell her that it is her turn when you have 
done." With which that imperial female launched herself 
off her inclined plane with the air of a ship of ninety 
guns, and sailed majestically out of the room. 

"Queer old lady that, is she not?" observed the 
fifteenth seraph interrogatively, about two minutes after 
the door had closed, and when it was made clear, by the 
creaking of the stairs, that her preceptress had really left 
the keyhole. 

Master Richard Arbour, who had remarked the young 
lady under present treatment as bemg by far the best be- 
haved and most rigid of all the heavenly bodies that had 
preceded her, was perfectly aghast at this familiarity. 

"Look here," pursued she, producing a considerable 
bundle of letters stamped, sealed, and directed in readi- 
ness for her Majesty's mails, "put these in your pockety 
and make haste. I have been trying to make you take 
hold of them this five minutes, only you're such a stupid 
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boy. I was within half a second of running a hair-pin 
into you, I do assure you." 

Dick took the packet with an air of the profoundest 
astonishment ''Well, and what am I to do with them, 
please. Miss, now I've got 'em ? " 

'' Why, post 'em," ejaculated the young lady snappishly. 
*' What on earth do you suppose ought to be done with 
them? We always got Frizzle to post 'em, before you 
came, and we expect, of coiurse, that you will do as much 
for us. Here's half-flrcrown, and we're much obliged to 
you for your trouble," 

^ Mademoiselle," replied Master Richard Arbour, lay* 
ing his hand and scissors on his heart, *' I will post the 
letters with pleasure; but to take your money for doing 
it is a thing quite out of the question." 

'' Well, thaf s polite at all events," replied the young 
lady, rising and approaching the glass. ''But I don't 
think you cut my hair quite so well as the other. Why 
doesn't that stingy old lady let us have a couple of 
mirrors? One positively can't see ibTzer one looks. How 
do I look behind, boy ? " 

The startled Dick hastened to give it as his opinion 
that she looked charming from every possible point of 
view; whereupon the fifteenth seraph laughed, and said 
ne was a nice lad. 

" Only," she added, " don't you go telling Miss Mickle- 
ham about those letters, mind, because she's a little " — 2l 
pantomimic action of the hands, significant of staylacing 
here took place — " a little strait-laced, you know, that's all 
Good-bye, boy. Thank ye I " 

With which adieu the young lady opened the door, 
and called Miss Mickleham in much such a tone as one 
female saiut might evoke another to martyrdom : " Miss 
lificklebam, th^ young person \ai waiting to cut your hair," 
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Every male individual beneath a certain rank in the 
social scale was held in Miss Backboard's establishment 
to be a '' person," while all above and of that rank were 
spoken of (and even but that very rarely) as ''gentle- 
men." The word '' man " was entirely ignored, and per- 
haps unknown at Acacia House. 

Most of the young ladies had hitherto floated into 
the apartment as though the air were water, and the 
little material substance that belonged to them had been 
made of cork; but Miss Mickleham used a somewhat 
graver mode of progress, either in consequence of being 
under punishment, or by reason of having a number of 
works upon Political Economy in her hands, that the 
author had the temerity to call ''popular," but which, 
nevertheless, may have kept her down a little. That 
abstruse science oppressed her existence at Miss Back- 
board's (who considered its study to be a part of woman's 
mission), just as Practice had oppressed poor Dick else* 
where, and he intuitively sympathised with her as she 
put down, by the side of the terrestrial globe, all the 
volumes, save one, with a great sigh. That one she was 
bound never to part with, eating or drinking, sleeping or 
hair-cutting, until she had mastered certain rather un- 
entertaining chapters upon the drain of gold ; and she sat 
down in the pink dressing-gown with it in her hand. 
Dick's tender heart would have been touched by sight of 
that young cheek robbed of half its bloom by sorrow, 
and by those long black eyelashes steeped in tears, even 
had he not detected by her likeness to her fisither the 
beautiful daughter of good Mr. Mickleham of Darkendim 
Street, at the first glance. 

As it was, the memory of the old man's kindness 
moved him so, awakening, as often happens, othar 
memories with it of loving hearts now sundered from his 
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own» perhaps for ever, that ?Us eyes too began to fill with 
dew, which presently overflowing them, descended in a 
couple of laige warm tears upon the young lady's neck. 
The tresses that should have protected it were in Dick's 
trembling hands, so that they fell directly upon the velvet 
skin with certainty of detection, and the sixteenth seraph 
jumped up from her chair, and exchanged the drain of 
gold for a shrill note of indignation. 

"How dare you. Sir?" she began; then, looking at 
Dick's tearful face, she sank her voice — " What ails you, 
my good boy ? Is there anything I can do for you, poor 
lad?" 

" Yes, dear young lady, yes.* 

The dear young lady looked like a ruffled swan at this 
exordium. 

" Tell your good father that Richard Arbour is not un- 
grateful to him, though he may have seemed so, and that 
he could not look upon his daughter in her sorrow with- 
out being sad himself." 

"Are you Mr. Arbour's nephew, then, that ran away?" 
cried she. "Oh, pray go back — ^pray do, while there is 
time. Vour uncle is being more and more set against yoa 
than ever. Papa can do little for you, though he has tried 
his best j but perhaps, if you would come back, he might 
do something. Do, pray, come at once to us — that is to 
him. This is where we live." She tore the fly-leaf out 
of the book she held, which happened to have her name 
and direction on it, and Dick kissed it gratefully, and 
put it carefully away. 

" Perhaps I will, dear young lady; and if I am taken 
back, it shall at least be through your father. Foigive 
my rudeness and impertinence ^" 

"Hush!" cried the girl; "I hear Miss Backboard 
coming. I have nothing to foigive in you — ^nothing 1" 
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She snatched up her txioks from their resting-place, and 
was about to leave the room, when the voluminous 
dressing-gown, which she had foigotten to tbiow o% 
caught in the projecting leg of the teirestrial globe, and 
in another moment there was a frightful crash, and poor 
Miss Mickleham stood in honor amidst the wreck of the 
universe. 

" Good Heavens ! " cried the schoolmistress, rushing 
in, "what has happened? You clumsy little barber's 
monkey you, what havi you done ? " 

"I couldn't help it, MsJam," cried Dick, without an 
instant's hesitation ; " my apron caught In it just as I 
was trying to look out Jerusalem. I had done with the 
young lady. Ma'am, and always wishing to improve my- 
self when opportunity offers, was " 

" Silence, Sir I " interrupted Miss Backboard vidously. 
" Leave the room. Miss Mickleham, without one word, if 
you please — ^without one syllable. You have done me an 
irreparable damage boy, and you shall neva: come to 
this house again." 

■' You have got another glob^ Ma'am, haven't you ? " 
reptied Dick, pretending to whimper, but secretly de- 
lighted with having saved Miss Mickleham from the 
wrath of her mistress. 

" Yes, you idiot," ejaculated Miss Backboard ; " but 
it's a celestial one. Do you suppose that these globes are 
duplicates ? If Mr. Tipsaway doesn't punish you pretty 
severely, my lad, it mil not be for want of a line from me, 
I do assure you." 

Dick was rather afraid of Miss Backboard's anticipating 
the promised chastisement there and then, and made 
haste to get out of Acacia House as soon as he could ; 
and, indeed, she was not able to resist ^ming a box at 
his ws as he passed her ftt the ftont-door, which he only 
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eluded by great forethought and activity. As soon as the 
garden-gate clanged behind him, however, Dick's face 
became radiant with happiness : and pulling out the ad* 
dress which Miss Mickleham had given to him, proceeded 
to enclose in it a considerable lock of soft brown hair, 
which he had covertly snipped from that young lady's 
luxuriant tresses. 





CHAPTER XIIL 

MONSIEUR DE CRESPIGNY. 

|H£ day after Dick's visit to Acacia House was 
one of great anxiety to him ; partly on account 
of the expected letter from Miss Backboard, 
denouncing his conduct towards the terrestrial globe, 
and pardy by reason of the singular secret he had dis- 
covered concerning Count Gotsuchakoff, which he did 
not know whether he ought to disclose to his friend M. 
de Crespigny or not He spoiled several excellent heads 
of hair that morning with his indecisive hands, and in one 
instance, clipped some portion of a gentleman's ear off, 
with no better excuse for the misadventure than that his 
hair and his skin were really so very much of the same 
colour, that he couldn't tell which was which ; a remark 
which did not by any means reconcile the Fresh-com- 
plexioned to his fate. 

In the afternoon, the foreign gentlemen began to arrive 
in their saloon in unusual numbers, and Dick's attendance 
was required there for the handing of cofifee, which it 
was not theu- custom to take except when a long sitting 
was anticipated. There was but little speediifying, and 
what there was, was carried on in subdued tones, but 
there was a considerable display of documents with 
figures on them, which the youdi perceived were not 
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•tatemetits of accoantSy but statistics of anned men. 
There was to be a rising somewhere, and that upon a 
vezy extensive scak^ and Herr Singler's brow was weigh- 
tier with purpose than usual, and the fire in Signor 
Castigliano's eyes burned fierce and luridly. M. de Cres- 
pigny carried on a brisk correspondence with Count 
Goteuchakofif, and a score of times the Russian bent for- 
ward and held the slip of paper in the gas-flame until it 
was completely consumed So deeply interested, indeed, 
were the whole company in the business on hand that 
afternoon, that even the presence of Dick was regarded 
with some little impatience, and the speakers would drop 
their voices and linger on their words, if he entered the 
room even for a moment, like men who have that to say 
which concerns no interloper. 

Imagine, therefore, the universal confusion, when Dick 
suddenly burst their door open with a tremendous bang, 
and rushed into the saloon pursued by the furious barber. 
Half-a-dozen, at leasts started to their feet, and placed 
their hands in their breast-pockets, as though to draw 
forth some hidden weapon ; two made for the door, and 
fastened it ; one threw up the window, as though about to 
trust himself to the chance of a twenty-foot fall : while 
Count Gotsuchakoff, with naked dagger, rushed at the 
trembling lad as he embraced the knees of M. de Cres- 
pigny. That gentleman, however, interposed his arm 
with a gesture the Russian could not pretend to misin- 
terpret : and rolling up, map-like, the document which 
lay before him with particular carefulness and delibera- 
tion, requested Mr. Tipsaway to inform the company to 
what fortunate circumstance they were indebted for the 
honour of his unexpected visit 

Mr. Tipsaway shook his fist at his apprentice very 
fi:ebly, and with lips as pallid with fear as they had been 
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a moment before with anger, expressed his contrition for 
the intrusion ; the foreign gents must needs pardon him, 
he was sure, when he told them that he had just received 
word that one of his best customers, Miss Backboard, erf 
Acacia House — ^well known to the first &milies — had 
withdrawn her patronage, on account of the in&mous 
conduct of the young reprobate now before them ; his 
righteous indignation had led him to chastise the youth 
with a stick snatched hastily from among those on sale 
in his front shop, and the ungrateful boy, instead of kiss- 
ing the rod, had had the temerity, in escapmg from it, to 
disturb the present company. 

^ Leave the room. Sir," exclaimed M. de Crespigny 
sternly; ''we have nothing to do with your Mademoiselle 
Backboards, and the rest of it" 

Kchard dung to his protector's knees appealingly. 

''The boy may stay," added the Frenchman; "he 
understands nothing of what we say." 

There were several murmurs from those present^ and 
the Russian wrote a few words rapidly down, and pushed 
the slip to M. de Crespigny. 

"I like the poor boy," replied he, "and beg this favour 
of you for him for my sake." To Gotsuchakof^ he 
wrote : "Fear not ; I will answer for the boy mysel£" 

The business of the day was therefore resumed, and 
sitting silent at the feet of De Crespigny, the astonished 
lad soon found himself in possession of the details of a 
projected insurrection, the importance of which was 
evident even to his uninstructed mind. The sitting did 
not break up till a late hour. M. de Crespigny had stayed 
behind the rest, to beg off his young favourite from his 
impending punishment, and was about to leave the room 
for that purpose, when Dick suddenly locked the door, 

md threw himself on his knees* 
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** I speak your language, M. de Crespigny, and have 
beard every word, or nearly so, of what has been said 
to-night" 

*' Unhappy boy," exckimed the count, seizmg his ann 
with a grasp of iron ; ** you know not what you have done, 
nor what penalty you have incurred. I tell you/' hissed 
he between his teeth, and with an awful sternness in his 
usually mild eyes — ** I tell you you have spoken your 
own death-doom 1 " 

'' I have heard you many times before," returned Dick 
in quiet unterrified tones, '' and I have never whispered 
of aught that has been said to anybody. You have been 
kind to me. Sir, and I would not betray your friends fot 
a kmgdom." 

*^ Alas, boy, I do believe you ; but this matter does not 
rest with me ; does not affect me only, but thousands. I tell 
you, since you have heard so much you must needs die 1 '' 

Pallid, determined, grim as severest Fate^ and yet with 
a melancholy in his features bom of pity and tenderness, 
De Crespigny drew the boy from his knees and held him 
at arm's length. 

^'Will you go quietly with me, and be judged by 
fierce, inexorable, incredulous men, or shall I stab you 
here ? Oh lies, how bitter is your fruit 1 Oh curiosity, 
how &tal is the pass to which thou hast brought this 
child i Fool, fool I why not at least have enjoyed thine 
own deceit without making me partaker of it ? What be- 
sotted vanity could have consumed thee ? " 

'' Oh Sir, it was no foolish vanity, but gratitude. I 
have used my knowledge only for your good, for your 
^ety and for that of those you love. I tell you of my* 
sel^ only to warn you against another far more dangerous 
than 1. There is one who hears all your plots you do 
TOt dream oC" 
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" Who, boy ?— who ? " cried De Crespigny in a hoarse 
whisper. *'Has this barber dared to turn traitor? Axe 
there spies without ? " 

''No, Sir; there are spies within. Count Gotsuch- 
akoff— ' — ^ The boy involuntarily stopped, so awfiil was 
the expression of the Frenchman's ^ce as Dick pro- 
nounced this name ; it seemed to become sea-green with 
rage and hatred. "Beware what you say, boy," mur- 
mured he with difficulty, so choked was his voice with 
passion— "beware; your words are bullets — daggers. 
What of the Russian ? What of the deaf and dumb ? " 

"He is neither deaf nor dumb," returned Richard 
solemnly ; " I heard him speak not forty-eight hours ago. 
He never bums those slips on which you write 1 " 

"You lie, you lie, boy; I have seen him bum them 
with my own eyes ! *• 

" Not so, Sir ; he bums other slips instead. I saw him 
do so thrice this very evening. He keeps the real ones 
in his pocket-book. If he were searched this moment 
you would find them there." 

"Great Heaven! can this be trae?" exclaimed De 
Crespigny. "The place, the very hour, he holds in our 
handwriting; the money and arms he knows, to a franc,' 
a musket The men — oh Heaven, and the women, the 
poor helpless women that this monster has the power to 
make desolate. Give me the brandy, boy. I can*t be- 
lieve it For thirty years a spy, and playing mute — for 
thirty years ! Yet some such wretch we must have had 
amongst us. So many plans betrayed, so many schemes 
abortive! Once more, good youth, upon your sacred 
soul, is this the tmth ? Answer as you would answer at 
tlie judgment seat, did this man speak ? " 

" He did ; so help me Heaven I " 

" M. de Crespigny filled another glass with brandy, and 
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tossed it ofif; then put his doak on with deliberation, 
and passed out of the room. The front shop was tenant- 
less, but he delayed there to call the barber, and extract 
from him, not without difficulty, a promise that his ap- 
prentice should not be beaten. Then parting, with a 
polite good-night, and even an uncommon gaiety, the 
Frenchman left the house. 

The next day (Thursday), and the day after that, the 
foreign gentlemen frequented Mr. Tipsaway's as usual, 
with one single exception, and the confusion of tongues 
in the smoking-saloon was as great as ever. On the third 
day the barber inquired of Herr Singler what had become 
of Count Gotsuchakof^ to which the German answered 
that he did not know, and that his friends were getting 
exceedingly anxious about him. That same evening, as 
Mr. Tipsaway was picking out the plums of the Dispaich 
newspaper, and distributing them, as his custom was, on 
Saturday nights, to the household in general, he came 
upon this remarkable paragraph : 

^^ Mysterious Murder, — Last night, as the policeman on 
duty was passing down Blank Street, Poplar — ^a rather 
unfrequented part of that neighbourhood — ^he perceived 
some person crouching down behind a hoarding, as if for 
the purpose of concealment Upon turning his bull's 
eye upon this object, he found it to be a dead body, and 
by the dress and complexion, apparently that of a 
foreigner. Being carried to the police station, and ex- 
amined, there was found a small woimd in the left breast, 
83 if made with a stiletto or other sharp and narrow in- 
strument, which it is the surgeon's opinion could not 
have been inflicted by the deceased himselfl A valuable 
watch and some money were found upon his person, as 
well as a pocket-book with various entries in it in the 
Russian tongue. The body had the appearance of bay* 
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ing lain in the position in which it was found fot 
several days. At present, the zSak is enveloped in mys- 
tery, but the police are actively engaged in its elucidar 
tion.** 

'' Upon my word of honour," exclaimed Mr. Tipsaway 
slapping his thigh, '' Fm half inclined to believe that that 
must be our poor old dummy. At all events, I'll go to 
Poplar this very night, and set my mind at ease. Frizzle 
— no, you're a fool, and will be all night about it — Smith, 
you run out, and get me a cab this instant Smith, don't 
you hear ? Why, what the deuce is the matter with the 
boy? — he^s all of a quiver." 

"I don't wonder at it," interposed Mrs. Tipsaway, 
^'the heat of this room is something quite insupportable. 
If you will just leave him to himself, while I open the 
window, he'll be right in half a minute, and by the time 
you have put on your boots." 

" Smith, what do you know about this ? " whispered 
the woman vehemently, as soon as they were left alone. 
There has been some foul play with this Russian, boy, and 
you know something of it I heard you talking to De 
Crespigny on Wednesday night ; ay, that I did. 1 told 
you what would come of tiying to deceive Martha Tipsa- 
way. I may save you, even yet, you wretched boy," 
continued die barber's wife, widi a vagueness of 
patronage that curiosity, however powerful, could scarcely 
excuse; ''only tell me all you know, fixnn beginning to— -" 

"M^7/ you get me that cab. Smith, or will you not?" 
roared Mr. Tipsaway, reappearing with his great-coat and 
comforter. '^ What is the meaning of this conduct, Sir? 
Why are you always &mting, and my wife always engaged 
in loosening your neckerchief?" 

Dick snatched up his cap, and rushed into the street 
inthout one word of reply. 
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The clock hands in the front-shop were then together 
at the eleventh hour, and Mr. Tipsaway calculated that 
before that hour struck his vehicle would have arrived 

'' I believe that that is the stupidest boy we ever had," ex- 
claimed the barber peevishly, at the expiration of the 
first ten minutes. 

" I don't agree with you,** replied his lady curtly, not 
lifting her eyes from the Housduepet^s Best Adviser^ of 
which recondite volume, however, she had not mastered 
a single sentence ; '' you might thank your stars if you 
were only one-half as sharp, Mr. T." 

^' Sharp or not," observed Mr. Tipsaway, maddened by 
delay — ''sharp or not, I'll give him such a supper of 
black-thorn before he goes to bed this night as he will 
find rather indigestible, as sure as—'* 

" As sure as you are a wise man, Mr. T.,'* interrupted 
his consort, ''there; you couldn't finish your sentence 
better than that And not being a wise man, why you 
won't give it him ; simply because the lad is never com- 
ing back again to give you a chance." 

« Never coming back again 1 " echoed Mr. Tipsaway,- 
sinking into an arm-chair as though overwhelmed by this 
intelligence ; " why, he's got two tortoise-shell combs in- 
his pocket almost new. I've owed that boy a tanning 
these five weeks — one day or another — and put it 0% 
and put it of^ and put it of^ through good nature, and 
because I thought it best to pay him for all at onc^ and- 
now^-— — Oh lor, if I had but known.** 



CHAPTER XIV. 




THE MYSTERY OF MIL JONES. 

INDON by night ! What £^ brilliant and ani- 
mated vision to those who, knowing nought of 
its guilt and wretchedness, are whirled from 
comfortable homes to gorgeous theatres, and mark the 
ceaseless throng from their carnage windows as though it 
were itself but a scenic pageant I What a world of gilded 
vice and gay excitement to those who seek it, purse in 
hand, and with heated faces carefully averted from its 
darker side ! What a wilderness of woe to those who, 
houseless and moneyless, pace wearily its splendid streets, 
without one of its million lights disclosing to them the 
features of a friend 1 For such, no loneliness of desert^ 
BO solitariness of sailless sea, can afford so utter an isola- 
tion as that infinite ocean of unknown fellow-creatures. 
The heart of London throbs indeed, as has been said, 
but to the poor wanderer in its stony ways in a manner 
iar other than human. Among a thousand faces there is 
not one that says unto him, "I pity you;" not one, 
"What makes you look so wretched and so wan?" 
Pleasure is there — ^real pleasure — ^with bright eyes and 
radiant cheeks j and a hideous and unreal pleasure pur- 
sues him, with eyes that are spirit-lamps, with cheeks that 
are painted skin. Wealth is there, in profusion, in su* 
perfluity, made hideous by contrast with the object 
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poverty that stoops to pick the OTange-peel from the 
kennel Prudence is there, with many a cardinal virtue, 
all with suspicious looks and buttoned pockets, and put- 
ting their confidence in Order only, who is there also, blue- 
coated, and with truncheon in band But as for human 
sympathy, for any sign of common brotherhood to be en- 
countered in six miles of human countenances in London 
by night— -you must apply to the relieving officer of the 
district, who undertakes the supply of those articles ; and 
be sure, oh wanderer, that it is his district, and that you 
do not put off the application until aiter business hours 1 
Poor Dick ran on and on for several minutes, only 
intent upon setting as many streets as possible between 
himself and the too inquiring Mrs. Tipsaway, and ac- 
companied the whole of that distance by the image of 
Count Gotsuchakofi^ as he was found behind the hoarding 
in Poplar with tiie stiletto wound in his left breast 
Something had prompted the boy to avoid M. de Cres- 
pigny, ever since that Wednesday night when he had re* 
v^ed to him the treachery of his associate, and now he 
felt a sort of comfort in that he had done so ; it was 
something that he had not touched that hand, which—— 
Dick did not dare to finish the thought^ but sped on the 
£EU»ter upon his way, as though to leave it and the phantasm 
which dogged his side behind him. The further he ran, 
however, the more perceptible and hideous it grew, and 
it was not till he had entered one of those temples dedi- 
cated to the grosser Bacchus, and drank off a glass of gin, 
that he found out how laigely exhaustion and weariness 
enter into the composition of the impalpable. One bad 
spirit* in fact, drove out the other; but the new airival 
was only too familiar with poor Dick by this time, and 
agreed with him perfectly welL 

Refreshed and strengthened, at least temporarily, the 
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lad inquired of a policeman where he was, and receiving 
the requisite intelligence, accompanied with a gruff advice 
to take himself home, availed himself, so far as he was 
able, of that recommendation. He retraced his steps, 
through the now fast emptying streets — for he had been 
hitherto running due east — towards Golden Square, a 
place he had not visited smce his emancipation from 
China, many months ago, and standing in the silent road- 
way there, contemplated his former home. No such 
feelings thronged his bosom as are said to affect young 
gentlemen of property upon revisiting the paternal resi- 
dences from which they have been absent for a long 
vacation or so. There was no old and fiivourite dog to treat 
him with indifference as a stranger, or — still more ob- 
jectionably — to tear him where he stood. Neither could 
he have been compared to some prodigal about to pite- 
ously appeal for any husks that might chance to be going 
in his uncle's establishment, for he had no intention o£ 
humbling himself before that relative. Still, as it was 
almost the only house in mighty London which contained 
any well-wisher of his, he did look up at it, and par-, 
ticularly at Mrs. Trimming's window with an interest that^. 
at least, he did not entertain for the next door. It was a 
beautiful starlit night, and he perceived that the house- 
keeper's blind was down, and the gaslight in her chamber 
extinguished ; the good old lady was evidently gone to 
bed — respectable white-sheeted bed, about which no 
dreams of houseless wanderers, with their last twopence 
spent in gin, wef e likely to mingle. If he threw, up a. 
pebble, it would probably only break the glass, and not 
her slumber, for Mrs. Trimming was that sort of lady who 
appreciates her supper and sleeps sound 

Hush ! who is that who softly opens the next window,. 
his window — ^for Uncle Ingram and Adolphus both sleep 
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tm the other side of the house — and gazes forth upon the 
'dreaming city and the quiet stars ? Their heavenly light 
slides down upon her golden hair, as though it had been 
watching for some such resting-place^ and bathes in those 
tremulous eyes wherein stands the dew. It is Dick's 
angel watching over him, although she knows it not, and 
suggesting what is right by her mere presence. He will 
not become a vagabond — ^thinks he — ^but for the sweet 
sake of her will ask shelter, even at such an hour as that, 
of Mr. Mickleham. Her face is leaning on her fair round 
arms, and she is thinking — perhaps of Dick himsel£ 
Why has he never written to her according to his 
promise ? Why has he not written to his mother ? Sister 
Maggie is in her dinner-dress, and it is not a black one. 
Thank God for that ; at least, then, his mother lives. But 
why are they two in London?— for he well knows that 
Maggie and she are not apart — ^why in Golden Square 
among his enemies ? He longs to know all this ; and by a 
whisper of his sister's name, a motion of his hands, a 
stepping into the fuU light from underneath the shadow of 
the railings, he might have known it all. But, alas 1 the 
black sheep has his pride, his obstinacy, his egotism, as 
the white sheep has; and rascality can stand upon its 
own dignity as ridiculously (if it were not for the pity of 
it) as respectabiUty itself. 

As it was Maggie even saw him crouching there — some 
abject wretch lashed by the bitter night-wind, as she 
deemed — and disappearing for an instant, she came forth 
again and stretching out her beautiful white arm and neck^ 
cast out a shimmering something which clanged upon the 
stones dose by him, and then the casement closed and 
she retired — ^her last good deed for that day being done. 
Dick took the half-crown, and kissing it, put it away in 
the same pocket that held his other treasures — the lock 
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of hair and handwriting of Miss Mickleham — and creqp* 
ing off abashed, fled westward towards the home of the 
old clerk. 

The population to which the policemen had before 
seemed to bear such insignificant proportion were now« 
in their turn, outnumbered by the guardians of the nighty 
whose sauntering and heavy tread could be distinguished 
on the pavement — so still the night had grown — from the 
drunken stagger of the reveller, and the slithering foot- 
steps of the wretched women who still haunted the 
comers of the streets. All sounds were magnified and 
repeated by the accommodating echoes. If an oath 
broke forth, it edified ears far distant from those to which 
it was specially addressed ; and if a laugh, it pierced with 
its shrill mockery unwilling hearers half a street away. 
Dick heard two verses of a bacchanalian song sung out 
before he met the solitary singer, who was walking 
quickly, too, as though he thought half-past one was time 
to be at home, if not in bed 

*< We can't eat aojr more. 
We can't eat any mofe. 
We can*t eat any mo-o-or, 
Bta well have seme more to drlnL 

** We won't go home till momingy 
We won't go home till morning. 
We won't go home till mor — ning, 
Andperha^ not even then/* 

Dick uttered a cry of delight as the ro3rsterer passed him, 
for it was no other than Mr. Jones. That gentleman, on 
his part, was not less surprised at the rencontre, although 
when he was put in possession of the young gentleman's 
forlorn condition (without, however, the particulars of i^ 
and least of all, with the immediate cause of Dick's de» 
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patture from the barber's) he was certainly less delighted. 
** Well, you must come home with me of course for to- 
night^ Dick ; but you must not expect a palace, my good 
Sir. We are spacious when we do get there, but we are 
a precious long way up. If our apartments give you the 
idea of having been taken unfurnished, you must not be 
surprised, Master Richard. We have preferred to wait 
for the very best things that can be got, rather than to be 
supplied at once by upholstering mediocrity." While the 
young man, wrapped in his loose doak, thus discoursed 
sardonically concerning the lodgings whither they were 
bound, Dick felt, in spite of himself, a shudder creeping 
over him, as he recognised in the speaker an unmistakap 
ble likeness to the popular representations of no other 
than the enemy of mankind Alas ! there was no doubt 
about it ; there were the high shoulders, the mocking eyes, 
the demoniacal smile that had haunted many a dream of 
his, and, for all he could see to the contrary, the elongated 
ears might be touching the roof of that hat, and the tail 
be wound like a rope around that body. It seemed only of 
a piece with Mr. Jones's Satanic character, that he should 
appear pleased with the impression that he had evidently 
produced upon his young friend, and should give expres- 
sion to a prolonged "Hal ha!" (of a demoniac 
character), which, beginning at the top of the Haymarket, 
seemed to die away in the neighbourhood of Apsley 
House. 

" You seem tired and out of spirits, my poor Dick,** 
observed Mr. Jones, unlocking a street door; "but 
we are at home at last If Queen Lucidora has not 
retired to her imperial couch, we will make her give us 
supper." 

Up and still up they toiled, until they came to the 
fourth story, which was composed of one enormous 
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chamber, lit by a sky-light, and otherwise rather ovez 
provided with windows, and of another very small apart* 
ment without any window at all They entered the 
former without knocking, and a rather pretty young wo- 
man, who had been sitting by the fire, came forward with 
A yawn to welcome Mr. Jones. Though she was not so 
ffery pretty, nor he, as has been said, so divinely beautiful, 
yet Dick, who gazed upon them unobserved by the lady, 
was instantaneously reminded, by their embrace, of the 
meeting of Cupid and Psyche. The latter, it is true, was 
in a yellow dressing-gown, and without her wreath and 
wings, and the former wore his hat more upon one side 
than became a deity of such a reputation as the god of 
love — ^but there they were, nevertheless, as Dick had 
seen them pictured scores of times. 

^' Lucidora, I have brought a young gentleman who 
wants some supper. Mr. Richard Arbour, let me in- 
troduce you to Mrs. Jones." 

The start which that young lady gave at this announce- 
ment, before she bounded mto the little room to reassume 
her gown, wiped out the Psyche from Dick's retina, and 
presented in her stead Diana surprised at her ablutions 
by Acteon ; Mr. Jones, too, only wanted the horns to be 
the counterpart of that ill-fated hunter. 

The lad sank feebly into a chair, quite worn out by 
fatigue and want of food, and not without a suspicion 
that his wits were leaving him. 

"Here is beer, my lad, and here is bread and cheese," 
cried his host, producing those articles from a cupboard : 
" they will put a little life into you while supper is get- 
ting ready. These beirings are only waiting to be 
cooked ^ 

** Those herrings are ioftUhnwrrcw^ observed Lucidora, 
ireappearing from the inner room, in a sometrtiat more 
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tdecorated style of dress. ''How could you bring the 
youBg gentleman here at this time in the morning?'* 

'^ Well, I ow^have brought him in a cab, if I had had 
the money, but as it was, he brought himself although 
.with difficulty. He's tired to death and must lodge here 
for the night at least" 

'' Lodge where t " inquired the young lady, with a not 
imperceptible toss of her raven ringlets. 

** Rebecca the Jewess, as I live," thought Dick, "when 
defying the Templar Brian de Bois Guilbert I " 

** In that comer yonder, and in Cleopatra's galley," re- 
plied Mr. Jones sonorously, pointing to a something 
between a boat and a horse-hair sofa which stood at the 
extremity of the apartment " Pillowed on the leopard 
skin of Bacchus, and covered with Hamlet's doak, and 
the lobe of Cardinal Wolsey when a-dying, he will need 
not the bed of down, nor the mattress said to be of horse- 
hair, but which too commonly is stuflfed with wool" 

"Now, don't go on so like a ranting play-^ctor," re- 
turned Lucidora peevishly; ''don't you see that you 
quite frighten the lad ? I wish, young gentleman, we had 
something better to offer you than cheese." 

"Give him rabbit, the rabbit of Wales," observed Mr. 
Jones with dignity. " I think I could even eat a piece 
of such an animal myselfl" 

"Toasted cheese, at two in the morning I" ex- 
claimed the hostess ; "why you will both have the night- 
mare." 

And in Dick's case that prophecy was certainly fulfilled 
to the letter. 

He woke up, in the galley, from a deadly combat with 
Mark Antony and the Prince of Darkness, to find his 
host and hostess at breakfast^ and that it was half-past 
(en o'clock on Sunday morning. 
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So exhausted was he even afler that long rest, that he 
did not feel equal to conversation, but lay upon his ex- 
tempore bed with half-shut eyes, taking lazy note of 
the apartment and its contents. The quantity of light iH 
the room^ intercepted only at the side windows by half-ar 
dozen veiy tall chimneys, together with the vast expanse 
of house-roofs seen from where he lay, gave him the notion 
of being in a glass box, placed upon the very top of Lon- 
don, and that it was lucky he had his clothes on, for 
that getting out of bed would have otherwise been a public 
impropriety. There was a machine like an enormous 
magic lantern immediately opposite to him, from which 
depended a vast black curtain. The carpetless floor was 
strewed with theatrical dresses of all descriptions, and 
several roughly coloured scenes, as for a dramatic repre- 
sentation, were leaning against the walls. The chair 
upon which he had thrown his coat overnight he now 
perceived to be three wooden steps painted to represent 
the base of a statue ; and Mr. Jones himself was seated 
not upon a chair but upon a priestesses tripod. No- 
thing that he saw, in fact, appeared to be real or 
nattual except the herrings, and those were disappearing 
from the scene with pantomimic velocity. 

"I say, just you leave one for the boy," remarked 
Lucidora, as Mr. Jones evinced a disposition to attack 
the final fish. *' Since you mean him to stay here, you 
must give him enough to eat, although if s my belief he 
will never pay for his keep." 

" Mrs. T.," responded the other — and " Why does he 
call her Mrs. T., I wonder? " thought the attentive Dick 
— ''you wottien know nothing whatever of business, 
except its mere decorations — its accessories ; you under- 
stand the flying buttresses and the capitals well enough^ 
but the walls and the pillars must be left to the great 
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architect man. What did Sunstroke give you per head 
itx &iries when you were Titania ? " 

^ Just five shillings, and out of that I had to find the 
gauze and spangles." 

*^ Which we used afterwards, once or twice^ upon other 
occasions," remarked the other drily. '^Well, if met€ 
supers fetch a crown a piece, what do you think of 
Ganymede being carried off by the Eagle? There^s a 
iHrd stuffer in Holbom who will lend me one for two- 
and-six, which will be just the thing. What do yon 
think of Hyacinth with a Dutch cheese in his hand play* 
ing at the Discus with Apollo, eh ? That young fellow 

would look uncommonly well upon a By-the-bye,*' 

cried Mr. Jones, interrupting himself, and turning a little 
pale, *' it is just within the bounds of possibility that he 
may not be a novelty in the market after all Sunstroke 
is always on the look-out^ I know. — Dick, my boy ; Dick, 
I say, are you awake ? We want to know whether you 
have ever been on a slide." 

*'On a slide?" ejaculated the boy, sitting up in the 
galley and rubbing his eyes. '' Oh yes, I have been on 
a slide many scores of times." 

" The deuce you have," replied Mr. Jones in a tone of 
disappointment; "and yet you haven't been in town a 
twelvemonth, eh ? There you see, Lucidora, didn't I tell 
you how they would jump at such a model as that ? " 

" I have never been on a slide in town," replied Dick 
with simplicity; "only in winter-time, at Messrs. Dot 
and Carriwun's, there was a pond—" 

At this explanation, Lucidora went off into a convul* 
sion of laughter, and performed an act of hysterical 
applause with her feet ; Mr. Jcmes, forgetting he was on a 
tripod, and not on a chair wi^ a back to it, fell back- 
wards m a fit of fiantic delight, and brought his head 



into sharp contact with the floor; while Dick threw off 
the tiger-skin railway-rug and the red and black cloaks 
'which served for bed-dothes, and joined in the con- 
tagious laugh which he himself had raised. He was 
about to perform his toilet — which consisted simply of 
putting on his coat — when Mr. Jones pointed to an 
(enormous and highly ornamental metal basin, and made 
signs — being as yet choked with merriment — that he 
mighty if he had a wish that way, therein wash his face 
and hands. Thankfully availing himself of this permis- 
sion, the youth was about to plunge his ruddy coun- 
tenance into the water for the second time, when he 
was arrested by a cry of admiration from his host 
'^ One moment, Dick — ^just stop as you are one moment 
Look at him, Lucidora — do just look at him before he 
leaps into the flood. Don't you remember the young 
classical party who, having once beheld himself in the 
liquid element, could never afterwards be persuaded to 
admire anybody else ? He's Narcissus to the very life, 
is Dick, and a couple of guineas out of Sunstroke's 
pocket, if he is a shilling. That'll do, Dick : go it again, 
and never mind us." 

Dick did ^' goit " again, as directed, but not altogether 
without ''minding." It was a considerable trial for a 
youth of his modest disposition to be stopped in his 
ablutions, and have the attention of a strange lady drawn 
to his shut eyes and dripping features. 

''When you're washed, Dick, and had your breaks 
fast, and if you have nothing else particular to do^ I 
want you to put on a dress that will admirably become 
you, and to permit me to take your picture with that 
machine yonder." 

"And what in the name of wonder, is it?" cried 
Dick in an agony of curiosity; ''and how is it that I 
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seem to have seen you and Mrs. Jones in so noany other 
places and doing so many things. If s veiy foolish, I 
know, but somehow or other it strikes me Uut I was at 
your wedding." 

Upon this, Dick's host and hostess had another access 
of delirious joy, lasting several minutes, after which the 
former took down a couple of stereoscopic slides, and 
handed them to his young friend. '' You have not only 
seen our wedding, Dick — at least in many a shop-win* 
dow — ^but the christening of our first and only baby. 
Where's the baby, Lucidora? Why, the poor child is 
actually standing on its head in the waste-basket! I 
performed the ceremony myself in fiill canonicals, which 
Shadrach would not let me have, by-the-bye^ under three 
and six. We also do all the classical poses plastiques 
for Mr. Sunstroke. Nay, I have done — ^and a very diffi- 
cult job it was— the very Fiend himself, as you may have 
seen." 

*' In short," said Dick, at a loss what name to give to 
this unexampled calling, ''you are ^ 

"Photography" replied Mr. Jones, pulling up his 
shirt-collar, '' yes, and we flatter ourselves at the head of 
the profession. We are models for a stereoscopic photo- 
grapher and you shall join us, and become a model too.** 





CHAPTER XV. 

A MODEL TO BE AVOIDED. 

|FTER breakfast, Lucidora was despatched to Mn 
Sunstroke, to acquaint him of the treasure thai 
awaited his inspection at his photographic 
rooms — for the apartments occupied by Mr. and Mrs. 
Jones were his, and had been fitted up, as we have seen, 
with an eye to art purposes rather than to domestic co]> 
venience. Better, however, is any unfurnished residence^ 
gratis, than the most stately dwelling-place and rent there- 
with ; and the two models lived cheaply and contentedly 
in their glass-house — ^throwing no stones at others, we 
will hope — and were even enabled to acconmiodate a 
young friend in addition, as we have seen. Their home 
and dieir place of business were thus conveniently 
amalgamated. From sunset until after break&st» all was 
domesticity and private life; but in the daytime, the 
nuptial-chamber was devoted to collodion and the black 
art, and the laiger room became a theatre for tableaux. 

Those out-door picnics, so redolent of the leafy sum- 
mer-time, with which the stereoscope has made us so 
foniliar, all had their origin in that art-attic over the Hay- 
market There, couched at ease upon green baize, and 
under the shade of canvas woods, those July revellers 
held their pasteboard feasts, no matter what the weather 
or the season. There, too was temporarily reared the 
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loDg^fawn aisle and fretted vault of that well-known 
cathedral — ^which has drawn many a tear from the im- 
pressionable medieval eye, stereoscopicaUy deceived— 
wherein those white robed choristers (at one-and-six) are 
inringing censers, with bowed head, before their bishop. 
And there, above all, those classical statues, with which 
we are so well acquainted, more lifelike than the greatest 
triumphs of Grecian art, reversed the miracle of Pygnur 
Hon, and turned from flesh and blood to marble^ 

In sudi a very slight flesh-coloured garment, that the 
wearer felt excessively alarmed lest Mrs. Jones should re- 
enter the apartment before he changed it, the compliant 
Dick was now regardmg himself in the big basin. Around 
his brow was a wreath of water-lilies made of green and 
white cotton, which bobbed about his face, and tickled 
him, like a night*cap with a too luxuriant crop of tassels. 
A piece of blue calico was looped about him, much as a 
window-curtain is festooned to right or left : while into 
his countenance was thrown as vivid an expression of 
self-admiration as his sense of the lowness of the temper- 
ature and the Csdseness of his own position would permit 
the lad to assume. 

*'A little more forward, if you please, Nardssus," 
observed Mr. Jones, who was in charge of the camera; 
<<not so much as that, though ; thank you. Don't laugh, 
whatever you do, or you'll be a dreadful object Good 
Heavens I what are you scratching your ear for ? Pooh, 
pooh, a model must never itch ! Couldn't you stand on 
one 1^ for a little^ in order to give a lightness to the 
attitude?** 

^ Not without tumbling into the badn," rejoined Dick ; 
« I couldn't indeed." 

'^Ah, well, we will try that afterwards, then; it will not 
look ill as a specimen of an inatantaneous-— -*I say, yoQ 
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mustn't wink your eyes, Narcissus ; you must stare steadily 

and fondly upon the water, please ^That's not a bad 

notion, though, I was going to say, for Sappho throwing 
herself off the Lesbian rock into the sea. Mrs. T. — Mrs. 
Jones I mean — shall be Sappho, only it will spoil her 
clothes a good deal, unless she docs it in a bathing-gown ; 
and you shall be Phaon. Now, you must not move a 
hairsbreadth, Dick, for the photograph is just going to be 
taken ; but don't hold your breath so much, or you will 
be purple, and there is no knowing what queer colour 
that may turn to in the photograph.'* 

In a couple of minutes, Narcissus the original was per- 
mitted to reassume his less classical garments, and Nar- 
cissus the copy was lying in the dark chamber^ steeped^ 
in an offensive preparation. 

"You did it capitally," observed Mr. Jones with 
triumph ; " and now it only remains to name your reward. 
Shall it be beer and tobacco, or shall we go to the Zoo-* 
logical Gardens ? " 

"Neither, thank you," replied Dick, "just now. I 
should prefer, if you don't mind — ^although you have 
forborne to inquire into my own recent history — ^to 
learn why it is you sometimes call Mrs. Jones, Mrs. 
T.?" 

For a moment the photographee looked a little annoyed, 
but immediately recovering his good-humour, observed; 
"With all my heart, lad, for you are sure to know it 
some day, sooner or later. Come and sit down by the* 
fire, and listen to the history of one who> has been neg-« 
lected by his age ; and draw the corks of that couple 
of bottles before we begin, Dick, for I hate to be; inter- 
rupted by noise. When I went about the country with a' 
couple of big candles and a Shakspeare, giving that 
admirable course of readings from the. immortal bard, of. 
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which it was justly remarked by the Land's End Thut^ 

derer But there, I dare say you never heard of them. 

Well, when I went about elevating the masses by the 
lever of Dramatic Elocution, I always began the enter- 
tainment by a dissertation against noise." 

By this time the beer was drawn and emptied into a 
huge ^' pewter," into which the Classical Model, having 
dipped his features, and emeiged from the foam thereof 
after the manner of Cytherean Venus, commenced as 
follows : — 

" If Locke's theory be untenable, and one baby be 
really brought into the world with instincts and charac- 
teristics differing from those of another baby, it is certain 
that the individual who now addresses you, was bom a 
gentleman. I was a precious high chap in my notions 
from my very cradle, and I shall always be a precious high 
chap until I die. It was therefore monstrously inconsis- 
tent of Nature, having thus endowed me with qualities 
only befitting an exalted station, to permit my father to 
be the proprietor of an inconsiderable eating-house in 
Whitechapel ; and whatever griefs I have since come to 
— and they have been numerous — I have attributed, and, 
I think, with justice, to Nature only. It may be easily 
imagined that my poor parent — a good enough man in 
his line, which was, however, mainly confined to mutton- 
pies and sheep's trotters, with a sprinkling of a singular 
viand denominated Chitterlings, the origin and nature of 
which are shrouded in mystery— was quite unable to 
appreciate the boon which had been conferred upon 
him in an offspring such as myself. But my mother — 
ah, my mother \ [here Mr. Jones appeared to be over- 
come with emotion, and once more buried his face for an 
extraordinary length of time in the pewter] that old lady 
was a regular trump^ and thaf s all about it" 
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^ Ah/' munnured Dick in a sympathetic voice, ^'diafs 
just like my mother." 

^^ Well, I cut away from the tripe business, and my 
mother brought me back again, and then I cut away 
again. Then I went to school, and cut away from that 
Then I was bound apprentice to a sign-painter — ^for I 
had always a yearning towards the Fine Arts — ^and I cut 
away from him. And at last, when I had made trial, in 
shorty of most things that a lad might try on terra firma^ 
I cut away from thai^ andVent to sea. My connections, 
generally, were of a narrow order of mind, and didn't 
appreciate me. When I was quite young, they only 
shook their heads, and remarked, that, ^' after all, I was 
nobody's enemy but my own." But when I grew older, 
and wanted a little money from them now and then to 
start afresh, then I became thdr enemy, and they shut 
their doors against me coincidently with their pockets. 
When I returned home to Whitechapd from my Ifirst 
voyage, my father was very far from killing a fatted calf 
in honour of that event ; if it hadn't been for my mother, 
in fact, I should have had nothing for supper that night 
except cold chitterlings. He even expressed himself as 
owing Nature a grudge for having presented him with 
such a son, whereas, as I have demonstrated, the griev- 
ance lay precisely the other way; while, in conclusion, he 
gave it as his opinion that I was nothing less than a '^ black 
sheep " — ^his very metaphors, you perceive, being drawn 
from those shambles whence he procured the raw material 
for the carrying on of his ignoble profession. In England, 
said he, there was no pasturage, he thanked Heaven, 
proper for cattle of that sor^ but there was a portion of 
the globe recently discovered, especially adapted, and as 
it seemed to some, providentially designed, for the ac- 
commodation and sustenance of Black Sheep— namelj^ 
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Australia. If I was content to be exported thither, he 

would pay my passage : If I was not There was a 

certain choleric vulgarity, in short, about my respectable 
parent— attributable, in some degree, as I have always 
endeavoured to hope, to his over attachment to pigs* 
puddings — that led him into language which, from re- 
spect to his memory, I will not repeat 

^' Wishing^ however, to act a dutiful part, and being also 
entirely unprovided with the means for carrying on a 
domestic war, I acceded to the parental terms. I em- 
barked for the Antipodes, and was accompanied on board 
the Bdfs^iy Jam by my father himself, impelled to that 
step by ardent affection, doubtless, and the desire of 
bidding me farewell, but also by the lingering sus- 
picion that I might otherwise spend my passage money 
more agreeably than in maritime travel The ship 
was but a small one for so long a voyage, and not 
well officered : the watches, particularly at night, being 
very ill kept My berth was so small, that when we 
reached the Tropics it grew unbearable, and when it 
was fair, I used to lie on deck instead of below, with 
only the stars above me. 

'' One particularly still and solemn night, when I chanced 
to take up my quarters dose beside the steersman, I felt 
as disinclined for sleep as for exertion. I lay in a torpid 
state with my eyes open, but with my senses partially 
shut, and with my thoughts occupied indeed, yet not 
under my control, but wandering at their own wondrous 
will in the past and in the future, to the annihilation of 
time and space. The only sounds that broke the uni- 
versal silence which reigned over sky and sea, were the 
turning of the wheel beside me, and the clanking of the 
rudder-chains, at first at irregular intervals, and with more 

or less of violence, but presently becoming quite mono- 

K'a 
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tonous : for the helmsman had fallen asleep, and left that 
indifferent vessel, the Betsey Jane^ entirely to her own 
devices. Then the heavens grew cloudy, and the stars 
dimmer and dimmer, and the wind began to rise ; and still 
lay I with my face skyward, conscious but unconcerned. 

"All of a sudden, there loomed something monstrous 
far above my face, shutting out the clouds from my sight, 
and I heard a noise other than that of the rippling of the 
waves about our stem — ^it was the sound which the 
cutwater of a vessel makes in a freshening breeze. In half 
a second, I became fully conscious that the bowsprit of 
some huge ship was passing over us, and that in another 
half-second the Betsey Jane would be run down with all 
her crew complete. Casting my cloak from off me, £ 
leaped at the rigging which hung about the mighty beam, 
and thereby managed to climb up on it, and thence, with 
cautious trepidation, like a cat in walnut shells upon the 
ice, on to the forecastle of the stranger. When I had 
reached so far, the Betsey Jane was not to be seen. She 
had not been run down, for I had not felt the slightest 
shock, but had escaped by the skin of her teeth, and with 
the loss of one of her most respectable passengers. 

" I was not at ail surprised, after what had happened, to 
find the look-out man of the stranger also asleep at his 
post; but it did disgust me, when I woke him for the 
purpose of explaining the circumstances, to see him throw 
up his arms with a great shriek, and run below exclaiming 
that the devil was on the forecastie ; though, if the thing 
had happened in these stereoscopic days, there might 
have been some foundation for the libel. As it chanced, 
I had got on board an Australian vessel bound for the 
London Docks, where I presently arrived, after a six 
months' sea-voyage almost unprecedented in the barren* 
Qess of its results. 
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**My reception in Whitechapel, as may be easily iin« 
Igined, was not enthusiastic; but on the other hand, I 
arrived just in time to receive the bequest of the travel- 
ling wild-beast show from my maternal unde ; it goes 
about the country under my name until this day, but as 
you are aware^ I did not long remain its proprietor. 
The position was not, perhaps, of a sufficiently gentle- 
manlike character to suit my aspiring nature. You would 
have liked it, would you, Dick ? Perhaps so ; I have often 
regretted myself, that I should have been bom so precious 
high. The very same thing occurred when I subsequently 
took up the dog-trade. A puppy's tail, Dick, take my 
word for it, is not a mouthful for a gentleman : and yet, 
unless they are bitten 0% "the Fancy" will not have 
them at any price. I dare say I had eaten many a one 
in my respected papa's pies ; but then the cooking makes 
such a deal of difference. That good man died at the 
very period when I failed in dogs — a circumstance which 
redounds to his credit as a man and a father — and paid 
the debt of nature just in time to enable me to settle with 
my creditors. My poor mother was not left quite so well 
provided foras might have been expected — for my father's 
will, it seems, had always been in my £Eivour, although his 
way had sometimes been so unpleasant — and she therefore 
very wisely determined to take a situation as — as — ^as 
housekeeper in a gentleman's family ; and I am bound 
to say that she has been of considerable use to me while 
in that position." 

<< Is it Mrs. Trimming?" asked Dick with some hesita- 
tion. 

** That is the very party," observed Mr. Jones, "and 
a very nice old party she is. It was thought that your 
respected uncle might have a prejudice about her being 
the mother of such a What shall I say ? " 
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'< Such a predoos high chap,** suggested Dick with 
gravity. 

" Just so," returned Mr. Jones ; " and therefore we have 
kept the connection dark, as far as he is concerned." 

" And Mrs. Jones being your wife^ that is why you 
call her Mrs. T.," observed Dick. 

'* Well, the fact is, she is, and she isn't," returned the 
photographee, revisiting the tankard '' My mother don't 
know about it, you see ; she has her prejudices — ^I find so 
many people have about so many things — and so I keep 
that dark toa But, hark ! I hear Luddora's footsteps 
upon the stairs, and, if I mistake not^ that of our pro- 
prietor also." 

As he finished speaking, Mrs. Jones entered the room, 
accompanied by Mr. Sunstroke, a little old man with an 
immense pair of gray moustaches. He was always strok« 
ing and petdng these, as though to keep them in goodr 
humour, and dissuade them fi:om flying away with him— ^ 
a proceeding for which they looked admirably adapted-— 
and he stood now in the doorway with one of them in 
each hand, and with his head very much on one side, re- 
garding Dick with his keen, critical eyes, as though the 
lad were some object of verti^ of which he had been 
offered the first refusal 

''I don't like that litde mole on his left cheek," 
observed the photographer, after a prolonged investiga- 
tion. 

*Ah, that's where I diflferfrom you!" returned Mr. 
Jones with coolness. *' Without that mole, he would be 
commonplace enough, perhaps 1 but with it — ^being as 
it is, a beauty rather than a blemish, too — he becomes 
unique at once." 

" Yes," replied the artist drily, " so unique that every- 
body must needs know him again, and he will only serve 
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us for ont pose. The public can't be expected to believe 
that Hyacinth, Ganymede, Narcissus, and the whole 
army of mythological youth, were all distinguished by a 
mole upon their left cheeks^ you know ; it's quite ridi- 
culous." 

''Suppose," suggested Mr. Jones sardonically, "that 
you sometimes took his right profile instead of his left'' 

*< There's something in />^," assented the little artist 
candidly; "and the young fellow is not altogether witlw 
out expression, I must confess." 

Dick, indeed, was looking volumes of astonishment^ 
as well he might, while this question of his personal valu- 
ation was being settled, and felt much relieved when the 
baigain was concluded, and he found himself pledged to 
give some half-a-dozen "sittings" to Mr. Sunstroke — 
although he never sat except in that celebrated pose of 
the " Boy Extracting a Thorn " — at thirty shillings for the 
single figure, and a pound for one of a group ; one half 
of which remuneration was to go to Mr. Jones, in return 
for food and lodgment 

" Well," observed the artist, when these terms had been 
finally arranged, " I should have come up here this morning 
at all events, independently of our classical young Mend. 
1 have gone into a new line since I was with you yesterday 
morning. The stereoscopic business is extending, my 
friends — ^is raniif)ring. You remember that prison-tour of 
ours, Trimming, last summer, wherein we photographed 
about five hundred as ill-looking scoundrels as the sun 
ever shone upon, in order that justice might keep me- 
mentos of their visit — duplicates of their expressive phy- 
siognomies. Well, I was sent for, special, by the police^ 
last afternoon, to do another job for them. It has been 
determined, it seems, in the case of all unclaimed—^ 
However, just look at that! it speaks for itself, don't it ? '^ 
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Mr. Sunstroke drew a slide out of his pocket, placed it 
in a stereoscope, and handed it to Mr. Jones for inspec- 
tion ; then stroking his moustaches with great vehemence 
as if to make up for his neglect of them while arranging 
the instrument, he awaited the verdict of his photographee. 

"It's the most lifelike, at least deathlike thing," cried 

Mr. Jones, " I ever But here, Dick, what do you 

say about it ; your opinion, as that of an outsider, should 
be better worth having? Isn't that a splendid specimen 
of what art can do towards strengthening the hands of 
justice? A score of years after that mortal body has 
dropped to pieces, the lineaments of the dead man's 
feiatures will remain as you see them now, to be recog- 
nised by any " 

" Gotsuchakoff I * cried the lad with a shriek of terror, 
casting the instrument upon the ground, and cowering 
into a comer of the wall, as if he had been struck. 

Mr. Sunstroke bounded forward, but too late to save 
the already shattered slide; Luddora rushed into the 
little chamber for a jug of water to throw over the famting 
boy ; but Mr. Jones seized possession of the camera, and 
bidding everybody keep away from the lad upon their 
lives, proceeded to take an instantaneous photograph of 
him — ^which afterwards became one of the most popular 
of the " ghost-slides," under the very taking title of The 
Spectre-smitten — a Study I 





CHAPTER XVL 

IN TROUBLE. 

|AVING thus involuntarily commenced his pro- 
fession — having achieved his first stereoscopic 
success in a manner at least as accidental 
as that by which the artist in the story painted his cloud 
^namely, by throwing his brush at it — Dick pursued 
it with assiduity and pleasure. It was not very hard 
work, even while it was going on, and wet days and 
dark days were holidays in the photographical calendar ; 
moreover it was rather pleasant to recognise himself in 
shop windows, and hear the criticism spassed by the vulgar 
upon his classical attitudes. Mr. Sunstroke's manner 
was kind, and his anecdotes amusing enough, when- 
ever, at least, there was anything like a good light Mr. 
Jones was always chatty and agreeable ; and Lucidora, 
although she suffered occasionally from depression of 
spirits, imparted that feminine flavour to the general con- 
versation without which the society of the greatest wits is 
said to be imperfect She evidently liked the youth, and 
her manifestation of that feeling produced at once its 
effect on Dick, whose heart was indeed a very mirror for 
reflecting the least good-will that happened to be shown to 
it; but Mr. Jones monopolised most of the talk when Mr. 
Sunstroke was not with them, and studiously confined it 
to the airiest themes, so that the lady's disposition and 
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character remained almost as unknown to Dick as on the 
night when he had first seen hen He never chanced to 
be lefl alone with her — Mr. Jones declaring that he was 
jealous of Narcissus — ^until a certain morning some weeks 
after his arrival, when the photographee had gone out 
for some twenty minutes to his costumier Shadradi, to 
hire that very hussar uniform in which we have so often 
seen him proposing to the young lady in the conservatory. 

'' Richard Arbour,^ exclaimed she, the instant that the 
street-door was shut, and without the least hesitation or in- 
troduction, ''would you like to see your mother once 
more before she dies ? " 

Dick, who, very much in dishabille, was fitting a gilded 
wing on to a flesh-coloured shoulder-strap^ uttered such 
an inarticulate cry of grief and terror, that the woman's 
eyes, which had looked hard and harsh enough when she 
first spoke, grew tender at once. '' Hush," she went on, 
'' it is not your fault, or at least not all your fault They 
have kept that firom you which they should have told. 
Mr. Sunstroke does not want to lose you, becaus e 
Oh, Dick, we are all of us very selfish, and need much 
forgiveness?" 

**What of my mother?" whispered the lad, as though 
he heard her not " What of my dear mother ? " 

" She is ill — very ill," returned the other. " I am sure 
of that by what I heard last night Richard was told so 
by Mrs. Trinuning. She is in Golden Square, not ten 
minutes' run firom this, Dick. To-morrow, Eternity itself 
may be between you. I have known what it is to mistf a 
mother's blessing ; I pray you may never know it, too, 
and that is why I speak." 

'^ I will tell her," sobbed Dick, as he thrust on his shoes 
and coat — " I will tell her hov/ you saved me fix)m that 
loss." 
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^ Tell her nothing about me ! " exclaimed the girl with 
passionate shrillness. '^ Forget me and all that belongs 
to me when you leave this room. Let not the thought of 
her be ever mixed up with thought of me, unless you 
would defile your mother's memory ! " 

Hurried and panic-struck as the boy was through the 
news he had just heard, he ran up to the wretched woman 
as she poured forth her bitter words, and lifted up his 
iace that she might kiss him. But she turned away, and 
put him aside with her hand, crying that her lips were 
poison ; and again bade him depart while there should 
yet be time. 

Dick needed no third warning, but fled down the stairs 
and into the street like one distracted. Fast as he flew, 
however, through the wondering crowds, and short as 
was the distance he had to traverse, the thoughts of what 
he had done, and what he had left undone, in regard to 
his beloved mother, passed through his conscience- 
stricken mind again and again. He had written to her 
but three times during the fifteen months or so that had 
elapsed since his departure from his uncle's, giving indeed 
a cheerful view of his mode of life, but without specifying 
what it was, or mentioning any address whereby she 
might write to him, as he well knew she must have 
lovingly longed to do. Cognizant of her thraldom to Sister 
Maria, he had not ventured to disclose his whereabouts, 
for fear of its bemg revealed to Uncle Ingram, while his 
boyish pride revolted at the idea of confessing the actual 
nature of the humble pursuits in which he had been en- 
gaged. The sense of this unfeeling conduct, unmitigated 
now by any such excuses, possessed him wholly, and left 
no room for any dread of repulse or humiliation that he 
might meet with at the hands of his uncle or Adolphus. 
He only yearned to penitently cast himself at the feet of 
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her whose loving heart was breaking — ^perhaps broken— 
for his sake; for his, to whom a stranger — ^and, by her 
own account, a far from exemplaiycharacter herself-— had 
had to point out the cruelty of his silence^ and to remind 
him of that parent who ought never to have been absent 
from his thoughts. What was drudgery in the china ware- 
house, or cold looks and cutting words from those who 
loved him not, that to escape them he should have added 
so heavily to that burden of sorrow which he well knew 
his mother had to bear? Had she ever shrunk from a 
personal sacrifice by which the merest pleasure was to be 
conferred upon himself? "Witked, wicked boy though 
I have been,** thought he^ " henceforth, at all events, 
mother, you shall never have cause to complain of the 
conduct of your son ! " 

Alas 1 how unfortunate is it that these inward determina- 
tions to lead a new life — ^these little private improvement 
bills which are passed in the Parliament of our own hearts 
— can never be made sufficiently public ; and what is of 
greater importance, be got to be publicly believed, that 
we cannot cry, " Let bygones be bygones," and so be- 
come quits for what has passed, with all the world ! ''My 
behaviour, up to this time," so our confession runs, " has 
been, I must confess, abominable, and nothing less ;. but 
henceforward, oh my fellow-creatures, I start upon a new 
tack and under an honest flag. I have got out of the 
smuggling cyclone, and mean to be driven for the future 
by no other winds than most straightforward ones. You 
and I, oh Revenue Cutter, called Society^ have been 
hitherto at cross-purposes, but let us mutually salute. I 
feel already, in anticipation, the delights that will flow 
from a due obedience to the Excise laws." But alas ! the 
Society ranges up with her guns double-shotted ; can be 
got to credit nothing of what is intended for the future ; 



In Trouble, 149 

harps solely upon some past ''Tubs," illegally run by ui^ 
the deuce knows when, and takes us into harbour a con- 
demned vessel, just as we were upon the point of com- 
mencing a career of universal usefulness. 

Poor Dick was as full of pious resolves, as dead to any 
old temptations, when he turned the comer of the street 
leading into Golden Square, as any lad of his years could 
be in all London, when, lo and behold 1 a hand is laid 
upon his collar, and a voice, as firm and quiet as that of 
conscience itself, remarks : " We've got you at last, young 
gentleman; though we have been looking after you a 
plaguy long time ! " 

Thus spoke that efficient officer A i of the metropolitan 
police force, taking the steadiest gripe of the lad's coat- 
collar, but managing, nevertlieless, to convey no other 
idea to casual passengers, but that Dick and he were en« 
gaged in familiar conversation. '' Now, I don't want to 
throttle you, young Sir, nor nothing like it, so I do hope 
you have made up your mind to come along without 
a row." 

Poor Dick had certainly just been making up his mind 
to obey all constituted authorities, but the practical 
compliance thus immediately expected of him was rather 
embarrassing too. 

"Why, you must have knowed," continued A i, in 
answer to his astonished look, " that this here was the 
very place of all places as you should never have come 
to. There's one of us in every street out of that square 
yonder with his orders about you. There's been a detec- 
tive a-lolling against your area-gates for the last fortnight. 
Why, lawk-a-mercy ! to see you a-coming here in the 
broad daylight, as though there was nothing out against 
you, and no reward for your being took up— why, it do 
beat lettuces for greenness ; and you a conspirator too I " 
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"A conspirator!" echoed the wondering lad. "I 
don't know what you mean indeed ; but I do pray that 
you will let me see my mother first, before you take me 
away." 

" Oh lor! Oh my ! I can't stand this," exclaimed the 
policeman, taking out a pair of handcuffs from his pocket 
^' You must\}^ a slippery chap to talk like that For a 
young murderer and a foreign plotter to be so precious 
innocent and devotedly attached to his parent, is some- 
thing too much." 

^'Oh don't, for God's sake, don't!" cried the agonised 
boy. " I have done nothing to deserve to wear those 
things, indeed. I had nothing to do with it — ^if it's about 
Count Gotsuchakoff — except that I told upon him to Mr. 
De Crespigny to save the others." 

'' Crepinny was his name, was it ? " repeated the police- 
man. " Very good. Sir. Now, here is a vehicle which 
will take us to Poplar quite comfortably, and without the 
necessity of my putting on the bracelets." 

The policeman beckoned to a passing cab, and the two 
got into it. As soon as they were inside A i relaxed his 
gripe of the lad, who was weeping bitterly, and bade him 
be of good cheer, for that it was v^ unlikely that they 
would do more than lag such a young 'un as he. 

*' Might I see the house, please?" cried Dick eagerly, 
as he perceived this change for the better in his captor's 
feelings. '' Might we drive slowly past, that I at least 
may see the house in which she is ?" 

"Mr. Arbour's, I suppose you mean, my lad. Well, I 
dare say you may. Take the right hand of the square for 
Poplar, cabman. Here it is, then, and there isn't much 
to look at, as I can see. The family's all gone out of 
town since yesterday, I reckon. It's all shut up, with the 
blinds down, and the rest of it, just as though somebody 
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had been and gone and died Hullo ! young fellow, 

keep up, will you ? " ejaculated the policeman, as the boy 
fell heavily forward, and sunk down a lifeless heap upon 
the floor of the cab. Well, I thought he was too young 
to cany it through so precious cool as he began it. Drive 
as fast as you can, will you, cabby ? for your iare here 
has been and fiunted slap bang o£* 




CHAPTER XVII. 

THE WITNESSES. 

QHEN Richard Arbour "came to himself," as 
the phrase is, he also came to a series oi 
policemen, begtnmng with A i, an inspector, 
three reporters, two magistrates' clerks, and one 
magistrate, not to mention a considerable number 
of the general public — the last of whom were regard- 
ing him with a sort of terrified admiration, as though 
not altogether without hope that a lad of such bloody in- 
stincts might commit a homicide in the police court 
itselt for their especial edification and comfort All the 
world, it seemed to Dick, were by this time more than 
fully informed of the active share he had taken in the as- 
sassination of the Russian count, as well as in the progress 
of Continental Revolution ; his fame had, indeed, abeady 
gone forth from the police station, and was becoming 
metropolitan through the exertions of several scores of 
street intelligencers, while the telegraphic wires were even 
then doing their best to render it European. The police 
alone had hitherto been in possession of the lad's real 
name, but there was now no further need for even that 
concealment ; and the Family Scapegrace was fulfilling 
his destiny with a vengeance. 

Dick leaned forward in the dock with his face buried 
ia his hands, to the great disgust of a gentleman io 
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the crowd connected with one of the illustrated papers 
— ^who had been sent for post-haste by a member of 
the force who was in his pay, in order to purvey the 
lineaments of so remarkable a criminal to the public — 
and with only the picture of that house in Golden 
Square before him with its drawn-down blinds. The 
thought of his dead mother— of the murder that he 
seemed to have in truth committed — prevented his 
feeling those apprehensions to which a person in his 
circumstances would otherwise have doubtless been a 
prey. There was even a certain miserable consolation 
in the fact, that this misfortune had befallen him, when, 
at least, it could wound that long-suffering heart of hers 
no more. The acute reporters were therefore in error, 
through whom some half a million of interested readers 
were informed next morning that " the youthful prisoner 
was deeply impressed by the sense of his disgraceful 
position, and the very serious nature of the charges 
brought against him." 

Dick listened to the details of his capture, which 
Ai delivered from the witness-box, as to some extraneous 
narrative which had not sufficient interest to win him 
for ever so short a space from his secret sorrow. It was 
an original and exciting story, too, and almost all new 
to him, describing his own superhuman cunning and 
personal agility, and thereby indirecdy evidencing the 
sagacity and determination of his captor. When it was 
finished, there was quite a murmur of applause from the 
British public at the spirited conduct of their servant, 
and they regarded Dick with a renewed wonder, as being 
athletic as well as sanguinary beyond his years. If the 
lad had belonged to their own class in life, he would 
have had sympathy, and even commendation; but not 
being sown in the proper soil, nor of the crop that is 
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usually garnered in police courts, they looked upon htm 
as a something of monstrous growth. 

" Call the next witness," said the magistrate. 

Dick was leaning forward again in his old attitude^ 
with his thoughts wandering away to the lock on the 
river, and the song which his mother had sung there on 
that last happy day they had spent together, when a 
familiar voice struck sharply upon his ear. 

'^Lor, Smithy and who'd a thought of seeing you 
here ? Miss Backboard wrote as you were the wickedest 
boy she had ever seen, but I never believed her until 
this moment; though you did run ofif with the best 
tortoiseshell— " 

"Hold your tongue, Sir," interrupted the magistrate 
angrily; "how dare you speak to the prisoner? Who is 
this witness? What's his name, officer? Why isn't he 
sworn?" 

" I can't help it, you see, Smith," groaned Mr. Tips- 
away ; " I must tell the truth, you know ; it's perjury ^ 

" Will you be sworn, Sir, or will you not ? " roared the 
irascible magistrate. " Now what have you got to say 
about the prisoner ? " 

" Well, Sir, he was a good enough boy, as far as man* 
ners go, that I will say for him ; but he was never a 
good cutter, Smith wasn't ^" 

" Smith 1 who's Smith ? " interrupted the magistrate. 
" We are supposed to know nothing about Smith here. 
You must tell us your whole story, Sir, from beginning 
to end." 

Mr. Tipsaway smiled blandly, coughed deliberatelyy 
set his hair on end by means of two rapid passes of the 
fingers of the right hand, and commenced as follows : 
"My father's name was William, Sir — the same as my 
own— but he had not the abilities even to rise above tlie 
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spear of an apprentice, though always in the best of 
establishments — ^but that, of course is all altered now, 
and what was fashion at that time—'' 

"Goodness gracious 1" inteirupted the magistrate^ 
''this person is an idiot This fellow ought never to 
have been brought here; he is not fit to give evidence; 
he '' 

''And you never spoke a traer word nor that, Sir, 
Mr. Policeman, or my name isn't Martha Tipsaway," 
ejaculated a female voice from amid the crowd. " They 
would bring him along here, in spite of what I told 'em, 
that they might just as well have brought the wig-block 
from our back-parlour.'* 

"I'll commit that woman," shrieked the magistrate^ 
"as soon as this case is over ; I'll commit her as sure as I 
sit here." 

"And I'd like to know how they'll get the case over 
Mr. Po— — " 

*Here Mrs. Tipsawa/s voice was arrested so suddenly 
as to convey the idea of her windpipe having been com 
piessed by the human thumb ; and she herself was bomt 
away, gurgling, from the presence, by two of the myrmi- 
dons of the law. 

"Now look here, witness," observed the magistrate 
with that elaborate calmness which is the offspring of 
despair, and not of patience. "Do you know why you zst 
put into that box, or do you not ? " 

Mr. Tipsaway, whose native intellect had been much 
shattered by the late outbreak on the part of his wife^ 
and who did not know that he had been put into a box, 
or see any box into which he could be put, except a 
ridiculously small one of tin upon the magistrate's table, 
contented himself with shakmg his head slowly and 
mournfully, and pursing up his lips. 
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^ Then take him away," roared the magistrate, '^ and put 
somebody into his place who is a witness, and not a fool 
and a dmnmy." 

There was a soft and muffled sound, as of an iEdijn 
harp, heard for half a second, and Mr. Frizzle, thrusting 
something hastily into his apron, was ushered into the 
pen recently occupied by his master. 

Mr. Frizzle's trepidation and modesty was so exces- 
sive, that he kissed the policeman's thumb instead of the 
book that was presented to him for that purpose, and 
was rebuked by the official accordingly. 

^* That's a very old trick," remarked the magistrate in- 
dignantly; "and you had much better not try it on 
in this court, I warn you. Whether you kiss the book 
or not, mind, you are equally liable to a criminal prose- 
cution." 

Mr. Frizzle's bony knees knocked together audibly, 
and a low and not unmelodious whistle was heard to 
pervade the court 

"Officer, who is that whistling?" cried the magis- 
trate sharply. " Who is it that dares to whistle while I 
am speaking ? " 

" Please, Sir, it's the witness," responded a policeman 
standing immediately beside the wretched Frizzle. 

"The witness, was it?" returned the magistrate very 
quietly, and filling up a sheet of paper that lay before 
him. ** Very good, witness." 

Mr. Frizzle whistled again. 

" Whistle once more, witness, and your committal will 
be made out for one month's hard labour. At present, 
you have got six days of it for contempt of court" 

" Please, Sir," exdaimed the prisoner suddenly, " that 
young man cannot help whistliog. He always used to 
whistle whenever Mr. Tipsaway swore at him, or Mrs, 
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Tipsaway boxed his ears. He always does it when he's 
frightened ; and I don't believe he could stop himself ta 
save his life." 

A loud and prolonged chiirup here broke forth froor 
the witness-box, as though to corroborate this testimony. 

''I never heard such an extraordinary case as this 
in all my life," whispered the magistrate to his clerk; 
*' the only person in the business who seems to have a 
grain of sense belonging to him, is the boy in custody. — 
Very well, then," added he aloud; ''you must whistle 
what you have to say, I suppose, witness, although it is 
not the usual way of giving evidence in a court of justice. 
Do you know the prisoner at the bar? " 

'* Yes, Sir (whistle) ; and a very nice young man he 
is, Sir (whistle). I never knew anything against the 

young man, except ^^ Here the witness looked 

regretfully at Dick, and executed several bars in a 
tremulous and birdlike manner. 

''You must tell the whole truth," cried the magis- 
trate; "you must not be swayed by pity for the 
prisoner. What is it that you know against him? You 
must tell it all." 

'< He snipped a gentleman's ear-dp, Sir, the very last 
day but two as he was with us," replied Mr. Frizzle all in 
a breath ; after which he sighed, as one who has performed 
faithfully a painful duty. 

" Who has the getting up of this case ? " inquired the 
magistrate. " Why are these imbecile persons permitted 
in the witness-box?" 

Upon this, a tall, intelligent-looking person, exces- 
sively heated— one Inspector Lynx, who did (metaphori- 
cally speaking) the Poplar murder — stepped forward, 
and explained that in his unavoidable absence a mistake 
had been committed; it was the female Tipsaway that 
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ou{^ to have been bwoto, and not hei husband or hii 
apprentice, who could speak to nothing which implicated 
the young man in custody. 

At this statement, Mr. Frizzle gave a feeble smil^ and 
^Mlced round the coutt, as if some tribute had been paid 
to his sagacity and usefulness; but upon being veiy 
shaiply directed to stand down, he relapsed agiun, and 
tottered paralytically on to the bench bdiind the witness- 
box, where he was charitably permitted to remain, 
and whence an occasional smothered " toot " from his 
favourite instrument alone gave token of bis presence and 
survivaL 

" So you want me after all, Mr. Policeman," observed 
Mrs. Tipsaway mounting the steps of the witness-box, 
as though she were a Boadicea, and it were her 
triumphal car. "Things mosdy comes about as I 
expect 'em to do, somehow. Says I to that poor boy 
there; 'Now don't you be a-trying to deceive Martha 
Tipsaway, for no good will come of tha^ so sure as your 
name's Richard Smith;' which it was as ^ as was 
known to me at that present speaking. We took him in, 
Mr. Policeman, after a deal of begging and praying, for 
' You have no character from your last place,' says I. 
' No,' says he, ' but I am an orfling, and in want of the 
necessities of life,' or words to that eSect It was not a 
prudent thing to do, I am fully aweir of that, my lords 
and gentlemen "—observed Mrs. Tipsaway, parentheti- 
cally, and waxing into eloquence beyond her subject — 
^s was a chicken-hearted, Christian-like body, 
ght it would be made up to us in some way 
vhich it hasn't been in this world, goodness 
at lad was as comfortable as any one of us, 
e meals a-day, and table-ale, and irtiat no^ 
fasMonablest of styles, along with Uie re> 
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ipectable young man who has just stood down, Mr* 
Policeman, who plays so sweetly upon the haipisacord, if* 
that is the name you call it, being only a tortoiseshell comb 
and the thinnest of brown paper ; and a most ingenuous 
performance, as was allowed by Mr. de Cresspinny him- 
self, a nobleman of France. The count was very fond of 
him, he was, and let him be in the smoking-room with 
the other emigrates who frequented our establishment^ al- 
though unknown to him he spoke the French language 
like a native." 

'' Oh, this Frizzle was a ^vourite with these foreign 
gentlemen, and spoke the French language without their 
being cognizant of it, did he ? ** interrogated the magis- 
trate. 

''Not as I am aweir on,'* observed Mrs. Tipsaway, 
with an air of lofty and abstracted coolness ; '' I never 
heard tell that he did. I am here to speak of what I 
knows, and not of what I don*t know. If I were asked 
my private opinion, I should say that Frizzle spoke no 
other than his native tongue, and that but very imper- 
fectly. He could whistle like any foreign cock-y-olly 
bird, and a long sight better than most ; but as to his 
speaking the outlandish lingo of the gents in our ^" 

'* It was the prisoner Smith, then, whom you would 
give us to understand was conversant with the French 
tongue, and that that fact was unknown to the emigrants 
who frequented your house ? " 

*' Smith was the word I iised^ Mr. Policeman," remarked 
Mrs. Tipsaway in a tone of pity and forbearance ; '^ which, 
if you will be good enough to listen to, attentive, and put 
it down in a book, you will find my words come true. 
One day when I was passing their door, permiscuous, 
when the others were gone, all except Mr. de Cresspinny 
and Smith — Smith, not Frizzle, this time, if you will be 
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so good as to keep it in mind — I heard summut as went 
cold to the pit of my stomach, so that I had to take half 
a glass of raw brandy almost immediate, a thing I never 
touches, except when non compos^ Mr. Policeman, as I 
could get both sides of our house, and for the matter of 
that, many over the way, to prove. They was a-talking 
in a solemn sort of voice, as this might be" — ^and from 
this point Mrs. Tipsaway continued her evidence as 
though she were sufifering from an aggravated form of 
quinsy sore throat 

" 'I can speak your language,' says Smith, 'as I saw 
him falling down upon his marra-bones through the key- 
hole, or else may I never speak another word' * The 
dickens you can,* answers Mr. de Cresspinny ; and I 
thought he would have choked the young chap, for all 
the world as Count Gotsuchakofif, as is dead and gone, 
did a few days before in that very room, which ought to 
have come first, Mr. Policeman. That was the poor 
Russian who was deaf and dumb. My husband used to 
call him all manner of names, although I always told him 
he had better be civil to everybody, for that there was no 
knowing; and, indeed, as it turned out, he could hear all 
the time as well as any person, and better than some 
people, and if I had said Smith, would never have 
dreamed that I said Frizzle, nor anything like it He 
tried to murder the poor lad in that same room, as I 
believe, although, of course, that was no call why Smith 
should get him murdered after all was forgotten and for- 
given, or ought to have been, and a penknife to be stuck 
into him, or what not, behind a hoarding in such a part 
of the town, save in your presence, Mr. Policeman, 
as Poplar. *No, Smith,' says I, *let bygones be by- 
gones ^ " 

" On a previous occasion, then," interposed the magis* 
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tnite^ *' this Gotsuchakoff had assaulted the prisoner at 
the bar in that apartment ? Are you aware of the extent 
or nature of the provocation upon that occasion ? " 

" There was a thumb-mark and four fingers, Mr. Police- 
man, as black as your hat upon the lad's throat, and the 
botde of brandy broke — ^which, however, was emptied 
first you may be sure, wherever the poor count was — and 
had to be returned, or threepence paid in money, to the 
Bunch of Grapes." 

"The magistrate wishes to know what the two 
quarrelled about," suggested an officer at the witness's 
elbow. 

"And I dare say he does, which was also my case, and 
nothing came of it," returned Mrs. Tipsaway. " The boy 
was as deep as Garret, and as false to me as he was to 
Mr. T. ; and you see what has come of it. Smith, and are 
sorry enough, I dare say, when it is too late, as b always 
the way in this world. ' He was not agoing to be knocked 
about by Russians,* that was all he said, ' or he would 
know the reason why.' " 

"Or he would know the reason why," repeated the 
magistrate. " Now, did he make use of that expression 
revengefully ? Did those words give you the impression 
of menace — of paying out a person ? " 

" Oh no," returned Mrs. Tipsaway briskly, becoming 
suddenly aware of the consequences which might flow 
firom a too general and dramatic rendering of what had 
actually taken place. " On the contrary. Smith seemed 
particularly forgiving and affable ; he said he didn't mind, 
not he, for that it would be all the same two or three 
days hence." 

" Ah 1 " remarked the magistrate, " this was in the same 
week in which the murder took place ; and the prisoner 
at the bar observed within your bearing, did he, and with 
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reference to the Russian count, that it would be all the 
same two or three days hence.** 

" A hundred years hence, was the exact words he used, 
Mr. Policeman, though, not being a copy-book, I can't 
speak letter for letter, to what a person said all in a mo- 
ment * It would be all the same a hundred years hence,* 
said he ; and I should have thought nothing about it but 
for this second talk as I overheard between the lad and 
Mr. de Cresspinny : 
" ' I can speak your language,' says the boy. 
" * The dickens you can 1' sajrs the French gentleman 
in an awful voice. 

" * Ay,' says the boy ; * but there's another as speaks it 
too, whom you don't know of.' 

" * Who ? ' says De Cresspinny, grinding his teeth most 
terrible. 

" * Why, the Russian,' says the boy, * who aint no more 
deaf nor dumb than that 'ere table. He listens to you, 
bless you, he does, and knows about all your plots and 
'spiracies ; he keeps all your handwritings in his pocket- 
Dook ; and if he were searched this moment you would 
find them there.' " 

" Would you know that pocket-book again, if you were 
to see it ? " asked the magistrate. 

" Of coiu-se I should : it was of Russian leather, as 
was natural, he being one of 'em, you know ; and I have 
seen it in his hand again and again. — Ay, that is the 
pocket-book, sure enough, which I can swear to— Well : 
* I can't believe it,' says Mr. de Cresspinny. * Why, he 
has been a humbugging of us for thirty years, if this be 
true.' 

** ' But it is true,' says Smith ; * it is, and you may take 
your Davy on it.' And then the French gentleman swore 
most dreadful in his own tongue^ which I am thankful to 
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tfamk I couldn't understand; and they came out, and I 
lan into the back parlour just in time, and was no more 
fit for plaiting, let alone delicate hair work, all that day, 
than if my fingers had been toes." 

'^ And this is all you know about the prisoner's connec- 
tion with Mr. de Crespigny and the Russian count ? " 

''That is all, Mr. Policeman, leastways except that 
when my husband read out of the Dispatch newspaper 
that a foreign gent had been murdered at Poplar, answer- 
ing to the description of old Dum— or Count Gotsucha* 
koff, as is the Russian name of him — Smith nearly famted 
out of his chair ; and being sent out for a cab, he took 
hisself ofi* with a couple of best tortoiseshell combs, which 
have not been returned ; and I have never set eyes upon 
him since until this day." 

This was all that Mrs. Tipsaway had to say of the 
matter, and almost all that anybody else had to say. The 
bones of the Russian count and the photograph of his 
dead body could witness nothing, while not one of the 
foreign gentlemen who had formerly frequented the per* 
ruquier's shop was now to be found To commit the lad 
for trial upon such evidence, fully corroborated by his 
own voluntary statement of the afiair, seemed out of the 
question ; but on account of the importance and mystery 
of the case, he was not released, but remanded until that 
day-week upon the criminal chaige. 



CHAPTER XVia 



GOOD SAUAIUTANS. 



' ' B5^9^ '^ ^°^ ^ '^^ ^^^ admits of bail bdlcg taken," 
wS iB ^^'^ '^^ ^' words that smote upon Dick's 
Iff**^'^ ears as he was led out of court, but it was 
an unnecessary severity of speech. There was no com- 
petition among respectable householders to share the 
honour of becoming Dick's security. It seemed, indeed, 
as if he had cut his moorings for good and all, as far aa 
coocemed that class of persons, and that he was drifting 
out into the great ocean of scoundreldotn, never to come 
within sight of port agmn. Nor was there one friendly 
pilot to put off from either bank, and take the helm, or 
even to halloa from the last pier-head, as he swept by, a 
single warning word 

He. had been in his cell about a couple of hours, and 
had his untasted dinner lying before him, when a police- 
man entered, with " A lady to see you, young gentle- 
man ;" and Dick heard the rustle of a silk garment with- 
out daring to lift his eyes. Had Sister Maggie, then, 
come forth from his dead mother's room to comfort him ? 
Nay, did she bring a last message of farewell from those 
clay-cold lips, after having delivered which, she would 
deparli and he would see her never more? The poor 
lad shivered in that unseen presence as our First Parents 
might have done when the rebukeful angel pointed to the 
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gates of Eden with his flaming sword, and bade them de- 
part for ever. 

" I have brought you money, my poor boy," said a 
tone sisterly indeed, but which was not his Sister 
Maggie's, " which my — ^that is, which Richard and Mr. 
Sunstroke owe to you. I thought perhaps, that you 
might need it here." 

Dick stretched out his hands for her to take them 
in her own with a mute gratitude, but he could not yet 
look up even into her face — "kept dark " though she might 
be by Mr. Trimming, out of a due regard to maternal 
prejudice. 

** You are very, very good to me," said he; "but this 
is not a place for you to be in. Why didn't Mr. Sun- 
stroke come to see me ? " 

Dick would have said, why didn't Mr. Jones? — ^for 
that was the name by which he always spoke of the 
photographer to Lucidora — ^but that he was anxious to 
spare her feelings. 

At this the girl began to sob hysterically, and hide her 
face in her turn. " You mustn't mind them, Dick, if they 
do not seem to feel as you would, who have been brought 
up properly and all that; but I would not let them sell 
your face about the streets, as Sunstroke wished to do, 
now that you were in trouble and a public character, and 
I broke the glass, so that they couldn't take any impressions 
— ^you gave it to me, you know, yourself, and therefore I 
had a right to do as I pleased with it — ^and now Richard 
is angry with me, and they don't know that I am come 
to you. I am so glad I did though, Dick, for, as I came 
hurrying into the police-office, there was a letter put into my 
hand by some person — I don't know who — ^and I have 
seen the magistrate to whom it was directed, and he said 
k was very important and would do you good," 
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The lad shook his head and groaned as though the 
time was past wherein anything could do that now. 

'' You must not take on like that, Dick. What is done 
can't be undone; but we can always do better for the 
future ; " although, she added, with a bitter laugh, '' I 
aint quite the one to preach it The first thing to be 
done, is to get you out of this ; and the magistrate, who 
is a kind man, though he inteirupts one so, thinks that 
this may be managed. There was a copy taken of the 
letter, and I've brought it here, only it isn't the least 
like the other to look at, which was all written upon 
paper as thin as a cobweb, and in such a little, little hand, 
and all in French." 

Lucidora produced a document from the magistrate's 
office in the stiffest possible handwriting, but containing 
a very free translation from the original It bore the 
date of about a fortnight back, but not the name of the 
place where it was drawn up, nor had it any heading, or 
superscription other than this : Declaration concerning the 
Execution of Alexis Gotsuchakoffy Spy and Traitor. 

''The following statement has been drawn up by the 
undersigned at the especial request of one of them, Henri 
de Crespigny, to be laid before the police magistrate or 
other authority before whom one Richard Smith may at any 
time be sunomoned in connection with the fate of the 
above-named Count Alexis Gotsuchakof^ lawfully done 
to death on Wednesday last, at midnight and in accord- 
ance with an enactment against traitors which he himself 
had subscribed. 

'< It is true that the lad was the discoverer of the 
treachery of that man, inasmuch as he was the first to 
infonn one of us of the count's not being a mute, which 
Gotsuchakoffhad successfully pretended to be for more 
than thirty years \ but he was certainly unaware of theim- 
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portance of such a disclosure, and far less could he have 
anticipated the punishment which it justly entailed upon 
that unhappy man. 

''When Richard Smith had informed M. de Crespigny 
c^ the count's having spoken the French tongue in his 
hearing, as well as of his having certain documents in his 
possession, which he (the count) professed to have de- 
stroyed, affecting the lives and liberties of the undersigned, 
as well as those of hundreds of innocent persons, whose 
betrayal he was in that case plotting, M. de Crespigny at 
once repaired to Herr Singler's lodging — it being then 
about seven o'clock in the evening. Having communi- 
cated to him the above intelligence, the two went sepa* 
rately out, for the purpose of calling together the principal 
monbers of our Society, with the exception of Count 
Gotsuchakofi^ for immediate and important deliberation. 

''In a little time, the chiefs of the Society then in 
London, comprising representatives from every European 
nation, and numbering five and-twenty persons, assembled 
at the rooms of M. de Crespigny, as being the most 
commodious for thfit purpose, where the circumstances 
which have been described were laid before them. It 
was decided that four should be selected out of that body 
by ballot, to go at once to Count Gotsuchakoff's, and 
acquaint themselves certainly with the truth or falsehood 
of this charge — the most hateful that can be preferred 
against a fellow-creature^ and therefore one the proof of 
whidi it is necessary to place beyond all doubt before 
proceeding to act upon it The persons thus selected 
were Henride Crespigny, Rudolph Singler, Antonio Castig- 
liano, and Suwarrow Blaski — ^the last being a countryman 
of the accused person. 

''In case of proven guilt, the execution of Alexis Got> 
•achakoff was intrusted-— a dreadful but necessary and 
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sacred duty — to the hands of these four persons. The 
two first mentioiied preceded the other two, in oider to 
avoid observtriion, to the count's lodgings in Poplar, and 
found him retired to his sleeping-chamber, although it was 
then scarce eleven o'clock, and it was his general custom 
to sit up very late at night 

" He observed — talking with his fingers, as he always 
did — that he was not well, being overtired with the 
protracted sitting of the Society during that day. There 
was a haggard and terrified look about him while he 
stated this, never beheld in him before, and which con- 
vinced the spectators that he guessed the nature and 
reason oftheii unseasonable visit 

" ' We wish,' cried M, de Crespigny, speaking aloud, 
and looking sternly at the wretched man, 'to examine 
yonr pocket-book, with those slips of paper in our hand- 
writing in i^ which you have omitted to bum this day.' 

" It was terrible to see how pale and terror-stricken 
the count turned at this, his fingers trembling so that they 
could scarcely form the denial which he gave by their 
means, in order to keep up the notion that he could not 
•peak ; although, in his agitation, he foigot that by that 
very denial he was acknowledging that he was aX least 
able to hear. 

" At the same moment, Castigliano and Blaski entered. 

" ' I have asked this man,' said De Crespigny, address- 
ing himsdf to them, ' who has never understood word of 
mine (as he has made me believe) for thirty years, to see 
the slips in my own handwriting and yours, which he 
carries in bis pocket-book, and he replies mth his fingeis 
could not use his tongue as well as his 
as them not' 

the lad at the pemiquiei's told you/ ob- 
akoff in the French language ; which to 
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everjTone there present — ^notwithstanding what they had 
been made acquainted with — seemed like some prodigious 
miracle. * If I had not been so mercifully faint-hearted, 
I should have killed him. It is hard that thirty years 
of success in such a part as mine should have been con* 
duded by a rascal boy, whom, if ever again I meet * 

"'Silence, wretched manl' cried De Crespigny— 
'silence, and think of your lies no more. There is 
no plotting in the grave, no traitor's work to be done 
among the dead; and vengeance is for us, and not for 
you!* 

" 'So you came to murder me?' exclaimed the count, 
half-rising in his bed, and thereby disclosing that he was 
fully dressed, and had only made pretence of illness. 

" * The Society has decreed your death,' returned De 
Crespigny. 

" ' So soon ? ' ejaculated the count — ' so soon, and with- 
out trial ? What good can my death then do to it ? I 
will make it a terror to kings, if you let me live. Have 
I served its foes for thirty years, counterplotting, revealing, 
destroying for them^ without being trusted, think you, in 
return? I swear to you that I will henceforth serve it 
alone.' 

" ' It needs no traitors,' exclaimed Castigliano, snatch- 
ing the pocket-book, a comer of which he perceived pro- 
truding from beneath the pillow. 'See, here are the slips 
upon which we wrote this very afternoon, and that he 
made believe to bum ; any one of which would be our 
death-warrant in the place where he would have sent them. 
What has the traitor written here, Blaski ? It is in your 
own language.* 

" * It is the entire detail of our plan of to-day,' returned 
the Russian. The other three crowded round to look 
over his shoulder as he translated, and Count Gotsucha- 
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koff seized the moment to leap from the bed, suid make 
for the door of the sitting-room. 

*' ' It is locked,' said De Crespigny quietly, as his com- 
panions rushed upon the unhappy wretch, and carried 
him back into the inner chamber, bound and gagged. ' I 
knew that such a traitor would never have the courage 
to meet his end like a man.' 

" At this moment^ a step was heard upon the stairs, 
and the lodging-house keeper knocked at the outer-door, 
inquiring whether anything would be wanted before she 
retired for the night 

" * The count will require nothing more/ replied Herr 
Singler; 'we are all going out in a little, and have per- 
suaded him to accompany us.' 

'* Then they turned the man with his face towards the 
wall, while they arranged the manner of his death, and 
drew lots for him whose hand should perform the deed 
Next, they wrapped the count's cloak around him, and a 
woollen comforter about his mouth to conceal the gag, 
and two of them took him between them into the street 
to an unfrequented spot, dose by, which had been agreed 
upon. When they reached that spot, and found them- 
selves alone, the one upon whom the lot had fallen 
struck the fatal blow with a sharp poinard, and the 
body was placed out of sight behind a hoarding of 
planks. 

'' The above is copied, word for word, from the minutes 
of the Society which organised the deed. It desires not 
to excuse its proceedings in this declaration, or in the 
eyes of him to whom it is addressed ; else it could easily 
set forth reasons abundantly sufficient for the execution 
of the traitor in question, as one who had caused to be 
committed, and for the sake of blood-money, the judicial 
murder of many hundreds of persons^ as well as brought 
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imprisomnenty exile, and rain upon their helpless wives 
and children; and who, moreover, within the very hour 
of his death, was disclosing, to those who hired him, a 
certain scheme of that Society of which he was a sworn 
member, the betrayal of which would have brought scofes 
of honest men to the scaffold, and of noble ladies to 
shame. The sole purpose, however, of this declaration is 
to set forth that the lad, Richard Smith, employed at the 
perruquier Tipsaway's, has had nothing whatever to do 
with this matter, except so far as has been already stated, 
and had neither share nor knowledge of the execution of 
Alexis Gotsuchakoff. 

(Signed) ** Henri de Crespigny. 

''Rudolph Singler. 

** Antonio CASxiGUANa 

''SUWARROW BLASKI." 

''There, you see, they acknowledge that you had 
nothing to do with it,'' cried Lucidora, " and the magis- 
trate believed it too ; of that I am sure. I dare say the 
Russian deserved it, poor fellow, telling upon people that 
had trusted him through all these years; but it was an 
awful end. What a thing it would have been to have 
met him in the street between those other two, bound 
and gagged, and walking to his death among crowds of 
people that would have rescued him if they had only 
known 1" 

" Horrible, most horrible 1 " cried Dick with a shudder ; 
^' and but for me, it would never have happened; and 
yet I would expose a wretch like that to his (kpes, if it 
all was to be done again to-morrow." 

"Well, I don't know," replied Lucidora doubtfully | 
^' I think it is ill work to be meddling with those foreign 
folks. Do you know that the magistrate— who thought 
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I was your sister at first, I think — said that the whols 
business was so grave that it would probably have to be 
laid before the Home Sec ^ 

" A gentleman to see you," cried the janitor, suddenly 
opening the door; at which Mrs. Jones slunk into a 
corner petrified, under the impression that the august 
personage to whom she had alluded was at hand, about 
to pay a visit of ceremony to the accused person, pre- 
paratory, perhaps, to his being led forth to immediate 
execution. 

"Why, my poor boy, Richard," exclaimed the visitor, 
who was no other than good Mr. Mickleham, " what a 
position is this I find you in, and what a blow it would 
have been to pottery in case you had really been con- 
cerned in this assassination I You have, however, as I 
just learn, only to appear before the magistrate, and go 
through a legal form of release, and then you will come 
home with me to Kensington. My solicitor assures me 
that there was scarcely any ground at all for your remand 
There, there, Richard, don't cry, my lad — don't disturb 
yourself although of course it was hard to hear them 
pattering — that is what they call it, 1 believe — pattering 
the broad-sheets about your apprehension and personal 
appearance immediately opposite your uncle's establish- 
ment Your names being identical is, without doubt, a 
great misfortune \ and it would have certainly saved us 
much annoyance if you had been related to him upon 
your mother's side instead of your father's." 

At these words the flush of glad surprise which had 
risen into the boy's cheeks at the news of his speedy 
enfranchisement, faded off at once, and he sunk down 
into his chair again, with " My mother — ^my poor mother; 
there is no pardon for my having murdered heri^ 

"Richard Arbour," cried the old gentleman kindl}9 
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^' I am glad to see this sorrow for your late undutiful con* 
duct, but I do not wish to see you despair : be comforted, 
for your poor mother's death does not lie at your door. 
She had been ailing for many months, and even years, 
and her end was expected even before it came. Doubt- 
less, it would have pleased her to have seen yout izxjt 
by her bedside, but it could not have saved her. I may 
tell you, even, that your Sister Margaret was of opinion 
that it would have distressed her mother more to see the 
disagreements between yourself and certain members of 
your family, than to know, by your letters, that you were 
at least cheerful-hearted and not in want I doubt 
whether I am right in saying so much, since it may only 

encourage you in your roving and indeed vagabond ^" 

But by this time Dick was upon his knees mumbling the old 
gentleman's hand as though it were gingerbread, and Mr. 
Mickleham could not somehow conclude his valuable 
remarks ; his nose, if one might judge from a very 
ostentatious use of his pocket-handkerchief, putting in 
a prior claim to his attention. There was also a 
sobbing noise, as of a cistern-pipe in difficulties, from 
an obscure comer of the cell, which caused Mr. Mickle- 
ham to inquire into its nature with the greatest apparent 
interest 

" It is a very good friend of mine. Sir," replied Dick 
softly — "the only one, to say truth, who would have 
been likely to come and see me here, except yourself. 
Lucidora ^" 

" Lucidora ! " exclaimed the old gentleman suspiciously 
— " what a very singular name I " 

The young lady thus alluded to came quickly forward, 
wiping her eyes, and took Dick's hand, which he ex- 
tended to her very gratefully. "I am glad. Master 
Richard Arbour, that you are going amongst your friends 



1 74 Richard Arbour. 

again, and to live with respectable people. This gentle- 
man, I see, considers me very far from that, and com- 
pany fit for neither him nor you." 

" No, no," returned Mt. Mickleham nervously ; " really 
I never meant— dear me, no— doubtless a most respect- 
able young person — ^but Lucidora — such a very singular 
name ^' 

" Sir, you are quite right," replied the girl, not with^ 
out some dignity. " I should, however, not have been 
here at all, if I had thought this poor lad would have 
had any help from my betters. My own experience has 
been, that when folks get into trouble, their respectable 
friends are not very active in getting them out of it" 
With which remark, the young lady left the room, and 
with such a sweeping coiutesy to Mr. Mickleham, that the 
wind of it seemed to take away the old gentleman's 
breath for several seconds. 

'* She has been exceedingly good and kind to me," ob- 
served Dick apologetically. 

" Indeed I " responded the other drily, and drawing on 
his gloves. *' I trust, however, that in ftiture it will not 
be necessary for you to cultivate similar friendships. I 
shall mention nothing of the circumstance myself, and I 
would recommend the like silence to you, Richard. You 
are quite ready to see his worship, I suppose, after which 
you will find a hearty welcome at our house, I do assure 
you. My daughter Lucy is very sensible of the kindness 
you once displayed to her at Miss Backboard's. She 
could not write to me of your position on account of 
that woman's habit of reading other people's letters, or I 
would have got you away from the barber's long ago. It 
is just as well that you have not touched that dinner, 
Dick, for it would have been throwing away anything like 
an appetite to have eaten it; and, gracious goodness, 
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what a miserable taste in crockery ! The commonest 
ddf^ and the very ugliest pattens that can be got in 
Staffordshire ! " 

And with an expression of regret that the police 
should neglect so powerful a means for the reformation 
of criminals as well-selected earthenware, Mr. Mickle- 
ham led the way to the magistrate. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

THE EXCOMMUNICATION. 

|H£N Mrs. Benjamin Arbour had been buried, in 
such a manner as did no discredit to that re- 
spectable firm to which she had the honour of 
being allied by marriage, there was still another solemnity 
to be held in Golden Square upon that same afternoon. 
The actors in it were the entire Arbour family — ^Adolphus, 
Maria, Johnnie, Margaret, and Uncle Ingram, with Dick 
added — as the race-cards say of any extraneous matter. 
He had come that morning from Mr. Mickleham's house 
at Kensington, by express invitation, to attend his mother's 
funeral, but neither his unde nor his other relatives had 
so much as taken his hand in theirs, with the exception 
of Sister Maggie. She had never set eyes on him since 
that happy day on the river long ago ; new experiences 
of life had altered his looks and made a man of him in 
the meantime, but her heart seemed to know no change, 
but beat responsive as of old to his in a long embrace of 
love. 

"She bade me give you this, and this," she whispered, 
kissing him tenderly ; " whatever is said of poor mamma 
to-day, Richard, and whoever says it, remember, if it be 
a word of rebuke for youy that it is not true." Maggie 
knew what pangs of self-reproach were rankling in the 
boy, for Lucy Mickleham had written to her every day 
about him, while her father had even paid a visit to 
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Golden Square in person in the vain hope of moving Mr 
Arbour's heart towards the prodigal 

Luncheon was laid out upon the sideboard of the 
dining-room when the gentlemen came home, and its 
place upon the huge mahogany table was occupied by 
the family Bible. Uncle Ingram having assembled the 
fiunily and closed the door, seated himself opposite to 
the volume, as though it were a ledger, and selecting a 
broad-nibbed pen from the standish, filled it carefully 
with ink. 

** Richard Arbour," said he, " it is not my purpose to 
embitter the feeling which I am told you are beginning 
— tardily enough — to entertain regarding the wicked 
undutifulness of your past life, by any remarks of mine. 
When I was in the position of your natural protector, 
and was paying for your support and education, I some- 
times thought it my duty to remonstrate with you upon 
your misbehaviour ; but as, from this date, I give up all 
charge concerning you, and wash my hands of you and 
your future actions altogether, I spare you further cen- 
sure. I say nothing of the manner in which you have 
resolutely opposed yourself to every plan for your own 
prosperity and well-doing. I say notliing of the wrong 
you have done to those whose greatest weakness has 
been a blind attachment to an unworthy object — ^your- 
self j nor of the serious pecuniary expense that I have 
been put to for your maintenance up to this time. Your 
share of your mother's property, who would probably but 
for you have been living now ** 

" Uncle, uncle I " appealed Margaret passionately. 

"Well, then, to carry out my intention strictly, and 
not to hint at what has been done or undone, your for- 
tune of ;^6oo, Sir, lies in that pocket-book, and you may 
take it away with you when you leave this house." 
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''Keep it, Sir, and pay yourself out of it I** replied 
Richard doggedly ; '' I will never accept one farthing of 
it from such a hand." 

''It will be paid into my banker's to your name, then," 
returned the merchant coolly, " to be spent when you 
please and how you please, which, if we may judge from 
the company you have been recently keepmg, win be dis- 
reputably enough; but mind, when that is gone, you 
never have one guinea more from me; no, not one 
shilling to rub against another ^ 

" I do not want to rub one of your shillings against 
another," interrupted Dick, maddened by the contemp- 
tuous malice that sat upon the countenances of his eldest 
brother and sister as much as by his uncle's cruel 
scorn. "What have I done?" cried he, turning so 
sharply round upon Adolphus that that gentleman drew 
in his legs with great rapidity — ^which before were luxu- 
riating at utmost length, as the legs of one who is seeing 
justice done upon the wicked at no personal risk — and 
put himself into a posture of self-defence; "what have 
I done that I should be treated thus vilely by you all? 
I have stood it often for the sake of her who is gone, 
and whose loss not one of you, save Maggie yonder, 
has a single tear for : but I am not going to stand it 
now." 

" He is about to butcher his eldest brother," observed 
Maria, with acrimonious distinctness ; " he is nothing less 
than a second Cain." 

"Ay, and he is Able, too," returned Dick ^th epi- 
grammatic ferocity, and excited, as usual, to frenzy by 
that sisterly voice. 

"Silence, Maria; do not touch him, Adolphus," tit 
claimed Mr. Arbour sternly; "you have done with him 
from henceforth as well as mysel£ You ask what you 
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have done, Sir, do you, to deserve this treatment ? I will 
tell you, then. You have killed your mother ^ 

"That is a lie," replied Dick furiously; "and there is 
none who knows it better than yourself." 

The comers of Mr. Ingram Arbour's mouth gave a 
twitch at this, the resultant of two forces — ^anger at his 
nephew's insult, and consciousness of having been really 
somewhat hard upon the deceased lady. "You have 
killed your mother," he continued, "or at least have 
shortened her life by your undutiful ways; you have 
associated with conspirators, and — ^and — haircutters ; you 
have voluntarily abandoned, I say, that station of life 
into which, as your catechism very properly remarks, it 
has pleased Heaven to call you, and connected yourself 
with a set of ^" Here Mr. Ingram Arbour, whose in- 
dignation had caused him to rashly leave the safe current 
of speech prepared beforehand, for the eddies of extem- 
poraneous discourse, grounded heavily upon a sand-bar. 

"A set of bloodthirsty assassins 1" suggested Sister 
Maria. 

" A set of bloodthirsty and continental assassins," re- 
peated Unde Ingram, making the remark his own by 
extension of epithet 

" That is not true. Sir," returned the hardy Dick, as 
he thought of kind Mr. de Crespigny. 

" You have been in the hands of the police, and 
narrowly escaped from the imputation of murder; our 
name has been hawked about the streets, through you, in 
connection with a capital crime ; you are a disgrace to 
the £unily, Sir, and you belong to it from this moment 
no longer." 

And with that Uncle Ingram drew the broad nibbed 
pen through the name of Richard Arbour, which was 
written on the fly4eaf of the book before him, whose 
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mission was to preach forgiveness of all injuries. That 
name had been inscribed there, with £sdtering fingers, by 
the poor lad's father, when he lay allying, some sixteen 
years ago, whose own name also stood above it, written 
in the heyday of his life, when he and his Leety were but 
newly married. 

Richard did not ask himself whether the deed was 
just, or if so, whether his uncle had the right to execute 
it ; he only felt as though some terrible and inexorable 
excommunication had been pronounced against him, 
which he had not the power to despise or set at nought 
The occurrences of his short life which had led to such 
a scene, and especially those tremendous ones that had 
thronged the last few days of it, whirled through his 
brain so fast, that he could scarcely hear what was pass- 
ing. He knew that Maggie was interceding for him, and 
that Mr. Arbour was replying to her obdurately, and that 
was all 

^^ It is of no use, uncle," at last he heard her say ; '' for 
flesh and blood is stronger than pen and ink.** 

" We will see," he answered, more bitterly than he 
was accustomed to speak to his favourite niece ; '^ we will 
put that to the test at once. You, Adolphus — ^I begin 
with you, my eldest nephew and my heir, although all 
who are here present, save one, will have no reason when 
I die to complain that I have left them unprovided for. 
Are you prepared to foiget your relationship to this fellow 
here ; to neither speak nor write to him; to treat him as 
though he had met with that fate which the law has been 
within a little of awarding him ? Will you swear upon 
this sacred book, I say, to abjure him as one of the 
family, and so to express your sanction of the act of 
justice which has just now been done by me ? " 

The look which, in the capaci^ of Head of the Family 
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Adolphus assumed upon this solemn adjuration, was a 
$ight to see ; he appeared to have borrowed half of it 
from the rdle of Brutus in the act of sacrificing his sons 
for the commonwealth, while the other half (which was 
his own), bore a strong resemblance to that more modern 
hero of the drama — ^Tartuflfe. 

" It is a very painful duty, Uncle Ingram, but it is my 
duty, and being so, I should be wrong to shrink from 
it Brother Richard," continued he, "as after I have 
taken this oath, our intercourse will cease, I ask of 
you if you have any final observation to make before 
I do so." 

This hypocritical address acted upon Dick's prostrate 
condition like a cordial dram ; he felt the embers of in- 
dignation kindle once more within him, and had a diffi- 
culty in suppressing an impudent twinkle of his downcast 
eyes, as he replied. 

" I have one thing to say, Adolphus, but it should not 
be said here." 

" I have no secrets with such as you," responded the 
other, loftily; "whatever you have to speak must be 
spoken here, and in my uncle's presence. If I can 
carry out any last wish of yours. Sir, consistent with 
duty, with honesty, and with proper feeling, I shall be 
happy to do so." The mantle, or toga, of Brutus here 
seemed to forsake the shoulders of Mr. Adolphus Arbour, 
and his air resembled greatly that of Mr. Calcraft, the 
hangman, when demanding of a gentleman about to be 
artistically dealt with, whether there is anything, which, 
after the ceremony, he can have the pleasure of doing 
for him. 

"There is one thing. Brother Adolphus," returned 
Dick, in a confidential whisper which could be heard all 
over the room—" there is one thing consistent with the 
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virtues you have mentioned, that I do think you ou^^t 
to do : you should keep your word with your uncle's 
maid, poor Betsy, and many her at your very earliest 
convenience." 

''I swear!" exclaimed Adolphus, viciously, missing 
in his blind fury the volume which he would have 
struck with his clenched fist, and overturning the ink- 
bottle. 

"That's right," remarked Dick, drily; "I'm glad 
you've sworn it ; and now I do hope you'll get the bans 
published as soon as possible." 

" Maria ! " cried Mr. Ingram Arbour, pallid with rag^ 
at this introduction of the comic element into a scene 
which was intended to have been profoundly grave, 
" you have heard what I have said to your elder brother ; 
are you likewise prepared to give up this ribald boy, 
and to forget that he ever bore our family name to its 
disgrace?" 

" I am," returned that young lady, regarding the out- 
cast biliously; "and it would have been better, in my 
judgment if this thing had been done before." 

" Swear away," observed Dick, with cheerfulness. " I 
can only regret, Maria, that I can get nobody to promise 
to many you.*' 

Maria's yellow countenance was shot with scarlet, like 
some inexpensive silk, as she abandoned the lad as her 
brother for ever and ever, but she did not venture upon 
expressing her indignation in words again. 

" And you, John, are you, too, prepared to let all con- 
nection cease between this fellow and yourself? " 

Johnny Arbour had no absolute malignity in his 
nature, and would not willingly have hurt a fly, unless 
the act had been of manifest benefit to him — ^in which 
case, however, he would have sacrificed the entire human 
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fiuTuIy without the least internal struggle. He did not 
^ see the good" of a domestic condemnation such as the 
present, wherein, moreover, as £ir as words wen^ the 
proposed victim was clearly getting the best of it ; and he 
walked up to the table with much such misgivings as 
some Tory voter who approaches the polling-booth secure 
indeed of the final triumph of his candidate, but also 
aware that there are rotten eggs and cabbage stalks to be 
got from the unrepresented democracy who wait outside 
the threshold. 

" Brother John," cried Dick, arresting him in the act 
of ostracism, '' as you have the Bible there, will you 
swear upon it that it was not yourself who cut Bill 
Dempsey's eye out with a snow-ball, years ago, and laid 
the blame on me?" 

" I swear," exclaimed Johnny hastily, turning pale as 
death, and tottering to his seat, as though he had just 
been struck off the roll of practising attorneys. 

"You may here perceive," remarked Dick, with the 
air of a showman exhibiting a wax-work ruffian in some 
" Room of Horrors " — " you may here perceive how a 
young man looks, from head to foot, who has just com- 
mitted a perjury." 

" My dear Margaret," observed Mr. Ingram Arbour, 
** it is now your turn to do your duty. You have learned 
firom his own mouth within the last few minutes — ^if you 
entertained any doubt of it before — ^what sort of charac- 
ter this young man really is ; how insolent, how malig- 
nant, how wanting in all self-respect as well as in respect 
to others. You will not, I trust, be backward to ratify 
that conclusion to which myself and all other members 
of the family have come to — that it is necessary that this 
fellow be cut o£f from it, and take his own evil way 
alone." 



1 84 Richard Arbour. 

" My dear unde," returned Margaret quietly, " I am 
sorry that I cannot obey you in this matter ; I am not 
unmindful, believe me, of the benefits which you have so 
long confeired upon one and all of us, but I cannot, even 
to please j^w, perform an act which I believe to be both 
unjust and uncalled for.** 

"And yet you were by your mother's bedside when 
she died," returned the merchant sternly. 

" It is because I was with her then and at all times, and 
know the wishes of her loving soul so well, that I would 
not now desert this boy of hers, although his weaknesses 
were ingrained vices (which they are not), and his follies 
crimes." 

" I do not wish to be angry with you, Margaret," re- 
turned the old man firmly ; " but I must be obeyed by 
you as well as by others. Whoever of you fi'om this day 
forth holds intercourse with that boy yonder, whether by 
speech or letter, will derive no benefit firom what I have 
to leave behind ; their name, so help me Heaven, shall 
never so much as be written in my wilL" 

" My own dear Sister Maggie," cried Dick suddenly, 
'' do not cross your uncle in this matter for the sake of 
me, I pray. I should — indeed I should — ^be far more 
wretched in the thought that I had been the cause of 
your being left unprovided for, of any wrong being done 
to you, than even in the knowledge that we were never 
more to meet in this world. This man cannot prevent 
my loving you ; he can hinder our hands firom clasping, 
but that is all" 

Maggie heard him with a proud smile of love and 
triumph, but when he ended, only shook her golden hair 
for answer to him. 

''And think you, Uncle Ingram," exclaimed she, '' that 
I would barter such a love as that — one smgle kissi one 
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hand-clasp, one kind word — for the being set down in a 
dead man's will ? " 

So scornfully the girFs eyes flashed upon him that 
the old man did not care to meet them with his own^ 
but kept his face averted, and with his fingers tore 
the pen that had crossed Richard's name out into 
fragments. 

*' I did not think so, Margaret,** answered he, in sup- 
pressed tones, and with some effort ; '' and I meant to 
use no threat, or at least not only threats. Have I earned 
nothing at your hands, niece ? Have I not ever been 
kind and true to you ? Have I ever refused a request 
in reason ? Have I not shown my love in a thousand 
ways?" 

''You have, uncle: and far oftener than I have de- 
served If some of that kindness, some of that considera- 
tion, some of that love had been shown to that poor boy 
yonder ^" 

" Silence, gurl 1 " cried Mr. Arbour, fiercely ; " do not 
dictate to me what I should have done, or what I should 
have left undone. I have humbled myself too much 
already to you, and now, as I perceive, to little purpose. 
I was but recapitulating what I have felt towards you, in 
order to let you know, that while remembering it — that 
in despite of it — I was prepared to punish your dis- 
obedience as it deserved. We have had talk enough, and I 
waste vay words no longer about this matter. As siu-e as 
I stand here, a living man, if you abjure not the com* 
panionship of that boy, now and for ever, you will find 
yourself portionless, penniless, or with only that miser- 
able pittance between yourself and beggary as lies here 
now, between him and the jail which will receive him 
when it is spent — ^That is well, Margaret," continued the 
old man in a 'triumphant tone^ as the girl rose, while he 
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spoke, and with pallid lips laid her hand upon the still 
open Bible ; '^ that is well, child, and you will swear while 
there is yet time, I know." 

<<I swear," exclaimed Margaret firmly, ^^in the pre- 
sence, for all that I can tell, of the sainted soul of that 
lad's mother, who was buried this day, that I will never 
desert him, or forget that he is her son and my own 
brother, fi-om this day forth untQ the day I die." 





CHAPTER XX. 

AMONG FRIENDS. 

|HE domestic shell having thus exploded without 
altogether confining itself in the direction in- 
tended by the astonished bombardier, there 
was Chaos enough in that respectable Golden Square 
dining-room without the discordant element of Dick's 
presence. He wisely concluded that he would only be 
making matters worse by remaining, and so he uncere- 
moniously left the room at once. Mrs. Trimming, sus- 
piciously near the door, was in the hall to receive him, to 
fold him in her substantial arms, to drop upon his exiled 
brow her sympathetic tears. 

*' It's a sin and shame. Master Dick ; but it's along of 
that young Mr. Adolphus who misleads your uncle ; it 
done my heart good to see you a sticking up to him. My 
Richard — Mr. Jones, I mean — always told me as how it 
would come to that * Some day or another,' says he — 
but I am glad you did not touch him, for you should 
never lay hand upon your own flesh and blood — *it wiU 
be Dick versus Dolly with a vengeance.' Here's a note 
for you from him, which I was to be very particular to 
put into your own hand. God bless you, my dear boy ; 
and if ever a five-pound note, or, for the matter of that, 
9, ten Heaven preserve us, here's my master 1 " 

The young outlaw seized the handle of the front door, 

N 2 
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and hastened with considerable asperity to place that 
visible barrier between himself and his sometime relative ; 
but the next moment his hat, weighty with its trappings 
of woe, brought to mind the sorrow which had only been 
in abeyance during the preceding scene, and he took his 
homeward way, weeping and despondent — not because 
he had been disinherited, but because he had been be- 
reaved and orphaned. 

The little villa at Kensmgton, to which he was now 
returning, had been for the last few days a home indeed 
to him. Mr. Mickleham had never alluded to any of the 
circumstances which had brought him there, save when 
he himself had evinced a wish to speak of them, but had 
treated him with the courtesy of a host as well as the 
interest of a father. Lucy was never tired of talking 
with him of his Sister Maggie, and now and then, when 
she saw he was more than commonly depressed, of his 
dead mother; for she also had known what that loss is, 
and how far better it is to speak of such a grief than to 
shut it up in the lonely heart which is its prey. Now 
and then, too, in gayer moments, she would slily advert 
to the deterioration of her hair, which, she persisted, had 
never recovered the injury it had received at the hands 
of a certain incompetent person. 

"It was only one little, litde curl," remonstrated 
Dick, imagining at first that she had discovered the loss 
of her missing ringlet ** I stole it, I confess, but who 
would not have been a thief and picked a lock under 
such temptation ? " 

" You don't mean to say that you have stolen a lock 
of my hair, you wicked, wicked boy 1 " cried the girl, 
blushing; but it is probable that she would not have 
sent him across the seas for that offence, if it had lain 
in her power, nor, indeed, to any great distance from 
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Kensbgton. She Mras always persuading him to go 
back to Darkendim Street, and be reconciled to his 
uncle — incited thereto by her papa — and built up con- 
siderable hopes of his turning out a sort of Industrious 
Apprentice, to be eventually a lord mayor of London, 
after all Dick was bom to be misunderstood by his 
friends as well as to be condemned by his enemies. 

There was another person in the little Kensington 
household^ too, who helped to make it a paradise for 
the young rogue, deserving though he was of altogether 
different quarters. Mr. Mickleham had a son William, 
about ten years older than Dick, and after that lad's 
own heart. Not that Mr. William was irreclaimable, 
erratic, vagabondish, or any one of those many adjectives 
which yoke so harmoniously with the word Scapegrace, 
but he had a tenderness for those that were. All literary 
men — I speak it to their honour — with the exception of 
a few of the heavier sort (the sumpter mules of the pro- 
fession, who carry all the classical quotations for us), 
have an eye of pity and an open hand for the poor 
ptauvais sujds to whom Society presents quite another 
portion of her person, or even her clenched fist (for in 
spite of her fine-lady airs and assumptions of indifference, 
she can show herself a considerable virago where she 
thinks it safe to do so) and Mr. William Mickleham was 
to some extent '' a literary man : '* not openly and 
avowedly so, indeed — ^for such a confession would have 
shocked his father into an apoplexy — but he mitigated 
the rigours of a government clerkship by an occasional 
flirtation with the muse, and regarded her clandestine 
offspring with that affection, the depth of which no man, 
who has not similarly sinned himself, can never plumb. 
He was not a poet in any high sense of the term, of 
course ; Heaven is not so superfluous as to permit people 
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in the enjoyment of government situations to be also 
great geniuses ; but he had a deeper knowledge of human 
nature than is possessed by most persons. In particular, 
he had an insight of appreciation denied to many a one 
of keener intellect Where a mere man of the world 
beheld a mental deformity, William Mickleham detected 
the latent cause of its outgrowth, and found it not always 
a weakness. Other men in his office could ^' spot" their 
companions with equal accuracy — ^an expressive metaphor, 
though borrowed, I believe, from the billiard-table — ^but 
he knew what they were fit for, not only what they 
couldn't do : he understood more than that the round 
hole was unsuited to them, and could sometimes indicate 
the polygon which should be dug for their especial ac- 
commodation. It was abundantly clear to him that the 
hole in Darkendim Street, wherein his father had found 
himself so comfortable for so many years, was of far too 
exact proportions ever to suit that very irregular figure, 
Master Richard Arbour. 

" If you were my son, Dick," remarked Mr. Mickle- 
ham, junior, with relation to this matter, on the third 
night of the lad's acquaintance with him — ^by which time 
he had gained his confidence as easily as ever Jesuit 
mastered that of woman — " if you were my son, I tell 
you honestly, you should go to sea to-morrow." 

"Say the day after," replied Dick, flippantly; "to- 
morrow's a Friday;" for the subject of his future pro- 
spects had got by this time to be rather an exacerbating 
one to the young gentleman. 

" It's wonderful how constant the symptoms of your 
disease are in every case," remarked the philosopher 
musingly, puffing at a long churchwarden pipe, with its 
bowl half-way up the chimney, in order that the smell of 
tobacco might not pervade the house ; " it's impossible to 
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tcmch upon the question of the future fortunes of any of 
jrou Scapegraces, without getting an impudent reply for 
one's pains." 

*'I did not mean to be impudent,*' returned Dick, 
penitently. 

" Of course not, my dear Sir," answered the other ; " I 
know you didn't You are impudent by natural consti- 
tution. You can no more prevent it, than you can pre- 
vent yoiu: hair curling, or your nose turning up. I sup- 
pose, too, you have been a good deal bullied already 
about what is to become of you ? " 

"Ah, I just have," replied Dick, with a deep-drawn 
sigh. " I remember that Maria used to tell me that I 
would never get salt to my porridge, to encourage me to 
set about it, I suppose, when I was so young that I did 
not know what porridge meant: then Adolphus was 
alwa3rs impressing upon me that if I lived to be a hun- 
dred, I should never make anything of business, and at 
the same time pitching into me for not making something 
of it ; while, as for Uncle Ingram — oh lor, the thbgs I 
have had said to me about what I was to be, and what I 
was not to be, they make me perspire to think of them." 

"/know," returned the philosopher, nodding; "and 
there was *an old friend of your father's,* or two, wasn't 
there, who remembered you when you were * so high/ 
and prophesied that you would never grow up to be such 
a man as he ? They asked you what you were going to 
be, didn't they, as though you were a chrysalis about to 
astonish them by some extraordinary transformation; and 
when you said you didn't know, remarked it was high 
time you did ; and when you did know, and told them, 
they objected to it ? The friends of one's father are op- 
pressive. There ought to be a funeral pyre upon which 
the whole of his contemporaries should be sacrificed^ on 
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his demise, without distinction of sex or age; indeed, I 
think the women are the worst'* 

" They are^^ returned the young gentleman, not withi 
put a shudder of reminiscence — ''they are, and no mis* 
take." 

" And why won't you be a sailor, Dick, eh ? What, 
you are blushing 1 You must certainly have some rea- 
son of which you ought by no means to be ashamed. 
The Scapegrace never blushes, so far as I have observed, 
unless when in the act of being influenced by some good 
motive." 

The lad blushed more than ever, as he replied, that 
his mother had once obtained a promise from him — ^he 
did not know with what intention, but it was upon the 
Sunday before he came up to London for the first time — 
that he would never, under any circumstances, go to sea. 

The philosopher patted the young man's head ap- 
provingly. ''A dead mother's wish is the best of rea- 
sons, lad," observed he. " You must, however, set your 
hand to something or other ; since you are not in that 
position of life wherein people enjoy the reputation of 
being able to do anything you choose without doing it; 
and besides, there is the vulgar necessity of getting food 
Ah, Dick, Dick, what a shiver that was ! Was the re- 
mark I made too coarse a one then ? Did it hint, ever 
so remotely, that you had not a shilling of your own, 
and were living at another man's cost ? How strange it 
is that Providence should have given so much of the 
Sensitive Plant to natures that have far more need of the 
Prickly Cactus I Is there, then, no more active line of 
life adapted for you than that of sitting to a photographer ? 
The professions are out of your reach ; the trades disgust 
you; what think you, then, of the pen ? Can you write, 
my Rich?jd ? " 
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^ Oh, yes," Beplied Dick, briskly ; " I can write a very 
tolerable hand, and even do flourishes with a steel pen 
— swansy and all that — ^but I can't say much for my 
spelling." 

" I was referring to authorship," returned Mr. William 
Mickleham, involuntarily setting back his hair from his 
classical forehead. ''There is little or no demand for 
poetry of a high order in the present day, but prose, I 
understand, gets its value, or at least its price. I should 
think you might try your hand with some prospect of 
success at the ephem — that is to say the Sparkling Style, 
which is now so universally popular. They say, it is 
true, that a good many of the descriptive pieces are 
turned off by machinery with the same pattern woven 
in, but they can scarcely have dispensed altogether with 
brain-work, either. I think rather that that school of 
writers must have discovered some ingenious adaptation 
of natural means whereby they produce their extraordi« 
nary results. I am not sure but that before describing 
any plan or object, they invert themselves, and in that 
position imbibe some effervescent mixture. You can 
stand on your head, my boy, I'm sure. Well, when you 
next have a leisure twenty minutes, do it; then take 
one of my Seidlitz-powders yonder, and express your 
ideas in writing of the tool-house at the end of the back- 
garden. It will not be very accurate, but it will be 
lively, and just like enough for many persons to discern 
what is intended, whereby their self-complacency will 
be aroused and flattered — ^which, for all I know, is the 
object of the sparkling writer, and explains his popu- 
larity. What ! you don't think you could overcome the 
physical difficulties ? Why, there are authors of twenty 
years' standing — standing on their heads, I mean — who 
(apparently) suffer from it not the slightest inconve* 
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nience. At your age, such an admbsion is serious in- 
deed. You must be bilious, Dick. In that case, tiie 
Bilious School will be just the thing for you. Its dis- 
ciples are moody, witheringly sarcastic, and suspicious 
to an excessive degree. According to these, the most 
frightful tragedies are in the course of being enacted in 
every £uuily, quite unknown to the Detective Police. 
We all wish each other dead, or, at the best, don't care 
about the matter either way. One's wife is in love with 
her music-master, and over the piano the pair interchange 
the most dangerous sentiments in Italian, a language we 
know nothing about ; the money which our dead father 
had especially laid aside for our instruction in that tongue 
having been dissipated by his widow in the travelling ex- 
penses of her second honeymoon. There is also the 
Mutual Improvement School — ^all serious condescension 
and personal advice, with intimate relations established 
with the reader whether he will or no — ^which I will not 
insult you by recommending to your notice." 

Thus, half in banter, half in earnest, did Mr. William 
Mickleham suggest this and that line of life to the im- 
practicable youth, without any veiy great faith in his own 
recommendations. He concluded, rightly, that this was 
a case where that oyster the world must be opened after 
the operator's own manner, and with what instrument 
he would, and for the present, Mr. William Mickleham, 
like his father and sister, had fallen back upon vague 
anticipations of good resiildng to the lad from the inter- 
view he needs must have with his unde at the funeral of 
Mrs. Arbour. He was therefore disappointed scarcely 
less than they when he learned how that interview had 
terminated. The ;^6oo, which was forwarded to Dick by 
Mr. Ingram Arbour on the following day, he could not be 
persuaded to make use o^ and it was suffered to lie in his 
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fiame at his uncle's bankers, where the old gentleman had 
placed it 

There came, too, an affectionate letter firom Maggie, 
assuring him of her well-being, and representing herself 
<Hi the same footing with her uncle as before, except that 
be would not permit Richard's name to be mentioned. 
'' You may stay with me. Niece Margaret, so long as I 
live, as usual," he had said, '' but when I die, you will 
find that my oath of disinheritance has been kept to the 
letter." The girl, however, did not write that latter part 
of his determination to her brother. She was not only 
one who was careful for others rather than for herself 
but of that still rarer sort — and rarest in the female sex 
perhaps — ^who are not solicitous to be known as sufferers 
even by the being in whose cause they have sacrificed 
themselves. All she stipulated for, was that whatever 
course Dick decided upon, he would let her know it ; and 
80 concluded with her prayerful wishes for his good. There 
was a postscript, however — ^for Maggie was woman as well 
as angel— which alarmed the lad not a little. ^< I do not 
come to 3rou as I long to do, since it would only enrage 
my uncle; you, I am sure, would be the very last person 
to desire to expose others to his wrath, whose only crime 
is their tenderness for you." 

Mr. Middeham had been in unusually low spirits that 
afternoon, so that Dick did not like to speak of any an- 
noying subject in his presence ; but as soon as that gen- 
tleman was enjoying his customaiy nap after dinner, and 
he found himself alone with Mr. William, he determined 
to make a confidant of that gentleman, of whose sagacity 
he had formed a high opinion, and get that same un 
comfortable postscript of Sister Maggie's explained. 

"Well," observed his mentor, when he had perused 
the letter, " I have never had the pleasure of seeing Miss 
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Margaret Arbour, and rather mistrust one young lad/s 
ecstasies about the virtues of another ; but I now believe 
that all the good I have heard of her from my sister faUs 
short of her real merits." 

''She is the very greatest brick," observed Dick, en- 
thusiastically, and with his cheeks glowing as they always 
did when his theme Mras Maggie's virtues ; '' she never 
mentions herself you see, nor hints at the loss to which 
she has subjected herself on my account She even tries 
— God bless her — to make it appear that her unde has 
forgiven her, though I know the old ^" 

"Never mind," interpolated the philosopher, "you 
may omit the adjectives." 

''Well, I know him a precious deal too well to think 
that possible," continued Dick : " it b for that very reason 
that I am so puzzled about this postscript, Mr. William. 
She is not afraid on her own account, of course ; who, 
then, are these others whom she warns me not to expose 
to my uncle's anger ? " 

" Perhaps Mr. Ingram Arbour is about to impeach the 
magistrate, who directed the inspector, who ordered the 
peeler, who called a cab, and thereby effected your dis- 
charge from custody. These vindictive uncles will run 
through the whole House that Jack Built in revenge upon 
every portion of it that has chanced to stand between them 
and their victim. I have known it to occur myself a 
hundred times — upon the stage. It is, without doubt, 
the magistrate of Poplar who is going to catch it" 

"You are sure, Sir," inquired the boy appealingly, 
" that nothing within your own knowledge has taken place 

between Yes, I see there has Oh, Mr. William, 

pray do not deceive me. Has your dear father, my kind 
friend, suffered any annoyance from my unde upon my 
account ? " 
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'Well, Dick, the fact is, I think there has been a sort 
of a row in Darkendim Street to-day. Your brother, I 
fancy, indulged in some strongish language about har- 
bouring ruffians in defiance of the express wishes of the 
head of the firm ; and, you see, my father is a com- 
mercial man — in short, he's been a good deal more 
cut up about it than / should have been ; but he would 
be angry enough, mind you, if he thought that I had 
whispered it to you. I dare say Mr. Adolphus told 
your sister what pleasant things he was about to say, as 
junior partner — ^for he has been taken into the firm, I 
hear — to the managing clerk ; and she means to put you 
on your guard lest you should unwittingly hurt us. But, 
bless your heart, we are not so easily hurt, Dick ; and you 
shall not be turned out of our house to please Twangfo 
himself the offspring of the sun and moon, and first-cousin 
to the planetary system, and far less for any pigheaded 
young china-merchant, such as Mr. Adolphus Arbour." 

Dick could not trust himself to speak, but gratefully 
wringing the philosopher's hand, rushed up into his own 
chamber, and locked the door. His conscience re- 
proached him more bitterly than it had ever done, save 
when his mother lay a-dying — ^in that he had given no 
thought to the possibility of what he had just been told, 
but had been so ready to say all was well, so long as he 
was enjoying present ease. He determined that that day 
should be the last on which he would run the chance of 
bringing down the lightning of his uncle's wrath upon any 
human being, even though he should have to beg his 
bread through the world. He would not even risk a call 
upon good Mrs. Trimming for the loan she had offered. 
But what, by-the-bye, was that letter which she had given 
him from her son, and which had lain unopened until now 
io the coat-pocket whither his haste had thrust it 00 
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leaving his uncle's house ? He took it out with some 
vague hope of help, and as he read it, his clouded face 
began to brighten, and his eyes to dance as the eyes of 
the poor man will at the sight of a five-pound note, so long 
as the Bank of England standeth. There was good news 
besides the note, too, upon that rather dingy piece of 
paper, and in that other than fashionable female hand. 

'< Bless her kind heart," murmured Dick, kissing the 
soiled and vulgar sheet of paper, which was not from Mr. 
Jones at all, except the superscription : and then, as 
though the action had reminded the young dog of who 
was in the back-garden, he ran down towards that arbour 
which Mr. William Mickleham — with that ofifensive de- 
preciation of things pertaining to himself which is the 
affectation of other philosophers — would persist in calling 
a tool-house. A tool-house! Say rather a bower of 
roses by Bendermere's stream ; or the pleasure-house in 
Xanadu — although it was Kensington — ^where Alph the 
sacred river ran, through caverns measureless to man ; 
for did not Lucy Mickleham take her Berlin- work there 
upon summer evenings, and the pure stream of Dick's first 
love flow round it fathomless ? 





CHAPTER XXL 

OUT OF TOWN. 

jT seventeen, and with a five-pound note in one's 
pocket, who is there that needs "to call the 
Lord Mayor his uncle?" — an expression, 
ladies, borrowed from the classics of the lower classes, 
and signifying, generally, the advantages of any high 
social connection. With elastic youth upon our side^ 
and so much money as puts the immediate future out of 
base consideration, whom, indeed, need we envy ? Not 
the hoary duke, whose span of existence even our five 
pounds discreetly expended may see the end of, and 
whose manner of life — ^if we may believe the popular 
novelist — has not been such as to afford him entire 
serenity in its contemplation. Nay, scarcely any old 
gentleman, we may say, in any however eminent social 
position, but would be glad to change places with us, and 
barter all his honours and riches for the privilege granted 
to Hezekiah of old. Remember thaty oh unfriended weary 
young tramp, plodding with scanty wallet upon Life's 
crowded highway, and may it be a comfort to your mur- 
muring spirit The third of those who recline in the 
splendid chariots whose wheels cover you with dust, are 
by no means to be envied ; nay, not even he in the 
bishop's coach yonder, who has worn his purple and fine 
linen, and fared sumptuously every day, since thai 
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vicarious hour when he married the dangerous girl 
betrothed to his patron's heir, and left his own sorrowing 
Katie to wear the willow. 

It is possible that poverty-stricken Youth does com- 
fort itself in this fashion, and it is certainly observable 
that it does not promote or lead revolutions (as one 
might well expect it to do) in the same proportion as 
unprosperous Middleage — that period which despises 
both the hopes of the Young and the regrets of the 
Old, and estimates to an extreme degree mere loaves and 
fishes. 

It was probably most excellent natural spirits, however, 
rather than the above reflections, which made Richard 
Arbour whistle and sing so blithely as he trod the leafy 
lanes of Devonshire, on the third day from that on 
which we parted from him at Kensington. He had 
during that interview in the arbour prepared Miss Lucy's 
mind for his immediate departure, setting forth the positive 
necessity of it so vividly, as to silence all her eloquent 
love-battery except a sigh or two. He did not confide 
to her the precise nature of the employment he had in 
Wew, nor was her trustful nature solicitous to discover 
what he whom she loved would fain conceal ; nor did he 
reveal it more particularly to her brother, or to Maggie, 
with both of whom he communicated by letter, after he 
had left London. By letter, too, he had expressed his 
profound gratitude to Mr. Mickleham, and the hopes 
which he entertained of getting an honest livelihood, and 
of not shaming his generous protector by any future con- 
duct ; and by letter he had informed Lucidora that her 
advice in case of the worst had been followed, and that 
he accepted her five pounds with the most heartfelt 
thanks, as a loan which he trusted would be bat 
temporary. 
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Having thus performed his literary duties — which were 
always somewhat irksome to him — and set himself right 
with all his friends — ^which was a novel as well as satis- 
factory position to find himself in — Dick had travelled 
along merrily by coach and railway to within a little of 
the town of Salterleigh in North ' Devon, which he was 
now approaching on foot The noontide light fell green 
and golden through the shadowing branches that 
almost met above his head, and lit up the red sand- 
stone banks that walled him in on either side. Walking 
amid a rainbow of colours that seemed rather to belong 
to the air than earth, and conscious of the unseen summer 
influences in his heart and brain, it was no wonder that 
he thought of Darkendim Street, and its smell of mouldy 
straw, with a sort of pleasant scorn. There is no man so 
closely wedded to Town, but that on some days in every 
year he acknowledges to himself that his marriage was 
one of convenience, and that the Country is his true and 
natural consort, after alL To the Young especially, just 
emancipated from the din and toil of a dty life, a day 
among green fields is the Revival Epoch of the earliest 
and fireshest aspirations, when Nature once more makes 
us that offer of communion — ^faint though it be grown 
with much rejection — ^which she pressed upon us when 
we were lads and lasses long ago. Dick's step had an 
elasticity which it had never felt on the road from Golden 
Square to the dty, although he had already walked five 
times that distance, and the young blood leaped in his 
veins like sparkling wine. 

Presently the lane — which was a wide enough road, 
however — seemed to end abruptly, and to lead to the 
verge of a blood-red cliff" beneadi which lay the gleaming 
sea. Dick had seen blue glimpses of the ocean, here 
4nd there, before, for his way had lain along a range of 

o 
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elevated moorland for miles by ooachi but this sudden 
revelation of the great deep, literally at his very feet, 
almost took his breath away with admiration. He had 
beheld the Tower of London and St Paul's vdthout ex- 
periencing those tremendous sensations, which had been 
expected of him by Mr. Mickleham (who had taken him 
thither when he first came up to town), and had rq^arded 
even the commerce-bearing Thames with its crowded 
Pool with considerable equanimity ; bat the scene now 
before him affected him to an extreme d^ree. He sat 
down upon the lane-side, and taking his knapsack firom 
his back, drank in the gorgeous vision with that thirst 
which more lads feel for the sights of nature than dare 
to own it : for even in youth we soon learn to hold it 
weakness to be subject to impressions produced merely 
by the works of the Creator, as having little or no prac- 
tical bearing. The long broken line of gray which 
marked the opposite coast had indescribable charms for 
Dick ; it might be Wales upon the map perhaps, but to 
him it was Fairyland. The stately vessels, so hx off, 
that, notwithstanding their white wings, they appeared 
motionless, were floating mysteries; the steamships, 
whose black pennants trailing through the sky proclaimed 
their course, outward or homeward bound, had each for 
him its story. 

The hues of earth, and sea, and sky had changed, the 
noonday insect monotone had ceased, the air came cooler 
from the stream close by, which ever hurried o'er the 
cliff to meet the sea, when Dick took up his worldly 
goods again, and pursued his way once more; for the 
road did really turn, though almost at right angles, a few 
yards short of the precipice, and immediately at the foot 
of the winding hill lay Salterleigh. It was a large village, 
bid in a beautiful ravine, apparently closed up to east- 
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ward by a thick wood, amid which could be seen a stream 
of silver, which was the waterfall for which the spot was 
iamoos; southward, however, another hill, as steep as 
that which Dick was descending, afforded egress, in the 
strange case of anyone wishing to quit so fair a resid. 
ence ; and westward was the one broad street that led to 
the harbour and the little pier. As the lad neared the 
high gray bridge which crossed the ravine, and gave 
access to the town, a mighty red and yellow placard, 
stuck on a fallen oak tree, like a vulgar libel on a dead 
hero's fame, arrested his attention. 

Stupendous Attraction I ! 

Monarchs of the Desert and the Prairie ! 

The only Unicom now Travelling ! ! 

J^aigest Collection of Lions, Bengal Tigers, Leopards 
(striped and spotted), Serpents (inclusive of the so- 
caUed fabulous Sea-serpent), Nylghaus (from the Him* 
alayas), ''the Rugged Russian Bear" (Shakspeare), 
and others too numerous to mention ! 

Queen Victoria, Prince Albert, and the rest of the 

Royal Family I 

Windsor Castle ! 

The Lion-tamer of Central Africa ! 

TiCKEROCANDUA the Invincible ! 

The Earthman and Earthwoman (lowest of created Human 
Beings) having been engaged by the spirited pro* 
prietary at an immense expense, and for a few weeks 
only I 

Refreshments for the Elephant to be obtained of 

DoU Jeeheeboy, only; formerly Bheestie (Anglicb for 

Keeper of the Menagerie) to his Serene Highness Bud- 

gerow Khan I 

02 
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A high premium given for Krds, Beasts, and Reptiles 
(N.R Must be unique). 

Tredgold's, late Trimming's, Travelling Caravan. 

Come Early. 

"That's well," said Dick to himself: "and I seem to 
have hit the place in the very nick of time." He took 
out Lucidora's note once more, to make himself quite 
certain. 

" My dear young Sir — Here is the five pound note 
which I forgot to leave when I went to see you at the 
police-station. I also send, in case of nothing better 
turning up, a few lines to the head of an old travelling 
company. A living can at least be picked up in it, 
although, of course, not a very good one. Mr. Tredgold 
will take you on, I think, for the sake of me and of old 
times. I would not venture to propose such a thing, but 
that I hear your uncle means to turn you adrift in the 
world. I remember how fond, too, you always were of 
animals. The show is going through Devonshire just 
now, I see. Bridgewater, 17th (that was last week): 
Salterleigh, 24th; Barnstaple, 26th; Exeter, 28th. I wish I 
could help you to anything better, dear lad. — ^Yours, 

" LUCIDORA." 

Salterleigh is never a very populous town — not even in 
the fashionable season, for it lies twenty miles from any 
railway, and the hills which lead thither from all sides 
are what nervous persons would call precipices — but on 
the present occasion it seemed to Dick to have been 
recently devastated by some plague. There was one old 
roan, however, looking out of a window in the High 
Street, horizontally, so as to convey the idea of his being 
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in bed at the same time — ^which indeed he was — ^who 
informed the stranger that everybody was away to see 
the Beasteses, and that he himself, the speaker, could 
from his present elevated position catch a sight of the 
pictures in front of the principal caravan. 

Following the direction of the eyes of this enthusiast, 
Dick presently came npon the only level spot which 
Salterleigh could boast of, situated in a romantic hollow, 
of the gorge, usually dedicated to cricket, once a year to 
the wrestling which formed the principal attraction of 
the village fair, and on this particular day — unexampled 
in Salterleigh annals — to the menagerie aforesaid, whose 
twenty gigantic caravans arranged in an oblong, and 
covered over with tarpaulin, presented a material Para* 
dise to so much of the population as could not raise the 
shilling demanded for admittance. These unhappy per- 
sons, some threescore in number, had been standing in 
front of the gigantic picture and the little flight of steps 
— ^that was a Jacob's ladder to them, upon which a more 
£ivom:ed race ascended and descended — ^from noon to 
eve, and even now evinced no signs of weariness. Besides 
the barest possibilities of good fortune — such as that of 
some caravan more top-heavy than its fellows falling side- 
ways, and so revealing some hid treasure of natural 
history; or that more hopeless chance of the vinegar- 
faced woman, who sat in the shrine upon the platform, 
beckoning them up into the sacred place gratuitously, out 
of mere good nature — there was enough even outside the 
show to repay any reasonable expectations. 

There were, in . the first place, to be seen no less 
tlun thirteen beefeaters, and royal beefeaters, too, unless 
faith is to be denied to golden letters encircling black 
velvet caps — ^and in that case, where is Scepticism to 
ay halt ? Each of these persons had some mighty instro- 
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ment of music, constructed, as it seemed, out of the trunks 
of golden elephants, cunningly fitting one into the other, 
and producing in combination a volume of sound which 
m^ht well be designated imperial quarta Once every 
two hoursi these goigeous persons took outside places 
upon the stage, and discoursed much eloquent wind- 
music : they were accustomed so to do in thickly popu- 
lated cities, and were apparently unaware that they had 
long ago attracted every inhabitant of Salterleig^ Now 
and then, too, a stout and melancholy-looking gentleman, 
with a massive watchguard, who was rightly whispered 
to be the great IVedgold himself, would come to the front, 
and exclaim, in a sonorous voice j ''Walk up, ladies and 
gentlemen'' — at which the threescore would most pas- 
sionately cheer — '' and inspect the greatest wonder of the 
age. This is the only opportunity which will be afforded 
in this town, in consequence of the pressure of engage- 
ments, and on account of her Majesty Queen Victoria 
having bespoke the exhibition at Windsor Castle for the 
X4th of next month." Then he would converse with the 
vinegar-faced woman in the shrine, as to the advisability, 
it was fondly conjectured, of lowering the price of admit- 
tance, for it was observed that she always shook her head 
malevolently, and nothing came of it 

Lastly there were sounds to be heard, nay sights to 
be seen, even by the outsiders, in connection with the 
animals themselves. The camel — or so said the vilk^e 
schoolmaster's son, who ought to know, if anybody did 
— ^was heard to sneeze distinctly, and the elephant — 
the same authority settled it — to trumpet : although there 
were certain ignorant and stubborn persons who held 
this latter noise to be only Mr. Tredgold yawning. Thai 
gentleman did yawn pretty loudly, it must be confessed^ 
as the evening dreTT on, and he still beheld the saxnA 
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patient band standing in front of his own, and not " walk« 
ing up " with a single shilling. The striped legs of the 
female hyena had been caught sight of— rather indelicately 
-^by one fortunate outsider through a cranny, which had 
instantly been stopped up from within on his indiscreetly 
expressing his gratification ; and one of the workhouse 
lads protested that he had beheld the jackal peering round 
the comer of the platform itself; upon cross-examination, 
however, this testimony broke down, the witness confessing 
that he was not prewared to swear it was not a specimen of 
the cams communis after all — the village clergyman's own 
dog, which with a rash reliance upon its master's sacred 
character, had accompanied him into the show, from 
which it subsequently emerged howling, and leaving a 
quarter of an inch of its curly tail in the possession of 
the racoon* 

Dick elbowed his way through this shillingless crowd, 
whom he sincerely pitied, and ascended the steps amid 
a tempest of welcome from the band. The vinegar-faced 
woman smiled acidly upon him from her shrine, as saints 
both in and out of niches sometimes do, and her skinny 
hand closed like a snap-purse upon the expected coin. 
Dick hesitated a moment, doubtful as to whether it would 
be better to enter as a spectator and make his observa- 
tions in that unprejudiced character, or to make known 
his desire of joining the company at once; Mrs. Tredgold, 
however, upon whose practical mind the lad's dusty 
clothes and scanty knapsack had in a few seconds made 
their impression, decided this matter for him by calling 
out : " Now young man, be alive, ]fy<m please^ and don't 
p^rvent the nobility and gentry obtaining haccess to the 
hexhibition." 

Nature had given to this lady a voice sufficiently 
shrill, but she generally intensified it by speaking over 
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the edge of & small key, belonging to the cash-box, and 
held up to her withered lips whenever ihe was perfonning 
her pecnniary duties upon the platfonn. Hei tone did 
not strike Dick as betokening a propitious frame of mind 
for welcoming an addition to the sHaS, and thoefore he 
valked on and into the show without reply. 





CHAPTER XXII. 

A LECTURE UPON NATURAL HISTORY. 

|H£ menagerie of Tredgold, late Trimming, was 
really a fine collection of animals in good con- 
dition, and something very different firom those 
melancholy exhibitions made up of a few mangy camels 
and shuffling elephants which was all the natural history 
that travelled in the days of our fathers. There were 
eight caravans on either side the oblong, and a couple at 
both ends. Some of these were divided into two, three, 
or even foiu: compartments : the female Hyena, for 
instance (whose legs had been so shamefully espied), 
occupying the ground floor — which, however, was, of 
course, the height of the caravan-wheel from the ground 
— and the Jackal the floor above ; and a rather trying 
overhead lodger he must have been, in case that lady was 
nervous ; for he spent the whole of his days and most of 
his nights in pacing to and fro Uke a sea-captain; and 
that not only upon the floor of his scanty chamber, but 
half way up the walls thereof— either through not being 
able to stop himself (for he was always in a state of great 
impetuousity, and as though he had just recollected some 
very particular appointment which must be kept im- 
mediately), or from some other reason known only to 
Buflbn and his own mind. On the second floor resided 
a Badger of an evil odour, who, being very much ashamed 
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of himselfy as he well might be, was always endeavouring 
to conceal his person from the public eye in a very in- 
sufficient quantity of straw. It was a painful position 
for any animal, aggravated in his particular case by the 
conduct of a couple of wild cats in the attics or third 
floor, who never ceased to express their disapprobation 
by hissing and pretending to eiqpectorate. On the other 
hand, the next compartment was what is called in 
Edinburgh, a self-contained house — ^without flats — the 
whole of which was in the occupation of a Rhinoceros, 
whose horn had been exalted in a manner totally uncon- 
nected with the Eastern metaphor: for, having moulted 
or dropped off, or been knocked off the animal's nose 
(which retained merely a small knob, as if to mark the 
locality of the missing ornament) it was hung up on the 
top bars of his cage, to the wonder of the public, and the 
distress (as is but too probable) of its original possessor. 
Mental anxiety of some sort was at all events depicted 
upon his leathery countenance: while his hide bore 
unmistakable testimony, in its superfluous folds and 
excresences, that it had been made for him to order 
(unless it was procured at second hand, whidi seems 
unlikely) at a period when he was a fittter aud more 
prosperous beast 

By the time Dick's observations had extended thus 
far, the sagacious elephant Ninus (so called from there 
having been eight elephants before him under the Tred- 
gold d)masty, of whom two yet remained) rang a mighty 
bell with his trunk, and the chief exhibitor exhorted the 
spectators to follow him round the establishment, and 
listen to his illustrated treatise upon the brute creation. 
Ilie Salterleigh audience, who had done this five times 
already — for each of the performances was repeated 
every hour, with the view of edifying the fresh arrivals 
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diat were supposed to be pouring into the exhibition 
momently — obeyed the summons with an alacrity which 
must have been gratifying indeed, one woold have 
thought, to the feelings of any lecturer; but the gentle* 
man in question, who had sent round his hat after the 
last four performances with its little appeal to the 
generosity of the public entirely unresponded to, tocdc 
up his pole of reference as though it had been a jHlgrim's 
stafi^ and as if he could willingly have delegated the 
privilege of dilatmg upon the affairs of the animal 
world to anybody else. His quick eye lit upon the only 
new face among the staring eyes and expandmg mouths 
of his listeners, and to Dick he principally addressed his 
remarks, as to one who knew how to recompense as well 
as to s^preciate instruction. 

^' Of all the pursuits calculated to ennoble and refine 
the human mind, that of the study of natural history, 
when accompanied by living specimens, it has been 
agreed upon all hands, is the most advantageous; this 
is full of wonderful and interesting phenomenons — such 
as what they will touch, and what they will not touch, 
in the way of food, who are their natural enemies, how 
obedient they are to the eye of man (in this exhibition, 
entirely unassisted by the whip), and so on, from the 
gigantic dejdiant, three beautifiil specimens of which 
are now before us, down to the ridiculus mus^ or dor- 
mouse, so familiar to those around me, and doubtless 
kept in a lozenge box, or other warm receptacle, by 
many of them in their early childhood Ninus, acqusdnt 
this gentleman with the knapsack, who is perhaps an 
artist, and wishes to take your picture, that you are very 
glad to see him. What I you won't say a word, m^ 
friend t That is very rude. You are glad to see him^ I 
hope^ at all events." 
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Ninus being thus iDvoked, emitted a most awfiil 
sound, the rererberatioii whereof it doubtless was that 
had so gratified the outdoor spectators, and which Mr. 
Mopes (the exhibitor) explained was the affirmative ol 
the animal — the elephantine "Yes." 

"And you don't want him to go away again just 
yet," continued h^ "not liU he has heard the lecture, 
and seen the Earthman and the Earthwoman, and be- 
held the lion-hunt conducted by the Invincible Ticlcero- 
candua ? " 

Ninus being again called upon to reply, and feeling, 
as many other great pcrson^es feel in presence of the 
public, that he had no observation to make beyond that 
to which he had already given utterance, repeated the 
same. 

"That is well, Ninus," observed the exhibitor with 
hardihood. He now says " No," you see ; he does not 
want this young geutleuuui to go away. Give him a 
cake, Jedieeboy, and mind (whispered be to the atten- 
dant black) ifs me of the cayaine pepper ones; the 
haggeravating brute / — Cakes and nuts, gentlemen, may 
be procured, as stated in the bills, of his keeper only, 
which be will pick up with his trunk, on havii^ opened 

his mouth at the word of command Young man," 

observed the lecturer, suddenly intemiptlDg bimseli^ 

and addressing one of the more youthful of his hearers, 

" don't let me see you a-doing that again, oi you leave 

this exhibition dir^y minute ; and I recommend you 

not to get into the way of that 'ere elephant, neither, any 

time this ten years. Hoysteis indeed I A pretty thing 

jffering an boyster to a poor animal like tha^ who 

t got even fillers to open it. Respect other pe^ 

Bstes, Sir. How would you like half-a-dozen aber- 

I, and two quarts of nuts, with their shells 0% 
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chucked down your throat, I wonder? And I'm sure 
you're opening your mouth wide enough, anyway. — The 
elephant, gentlemen and ladies, is sometimes called the 
whale oi terra firma^ and, indeed, he can exist for a con- 
siderable period under water by means of his trunk, 
which he elevates above the surface, as in the ordinary 
diving-bell; when the stream is not deep enough for 
total immersion, the ingenious animal converts this 
member into a garden-engine, and cools his body by 
spouting upon it volumes of water. These animals were 
made use of by Pyrrhus, king of Epirus, in his wars 
against the Romans ; and that monarch had so high an 
opinion of their docility and right feeling, that he was 
on one occasion heard to observe that it was easier to 
turn the sun from its tcomrse, than any of those from the 
path of honour. The mahout, or elephant-driver, in 
India is armed with a steel weapon, which, being driven 
with considerable violence into its neck, the sagacious 
beast will immediately quicken its pace. Ninus and 
his two consorts — ^polygamy being permitted among this 
gigantic race — ^will presently go through the singular and 
interesting performance of standing on their own heads, 
and placing themselves in other classical attitudes." 

Through the whole of this eulogium, the three ele- 
phants kept nodding their heads, as though in the gravest 
corroboration, and officiously presenting their trunks to 
each of the* company (to the manifest perturbation of the 
Devonshire mind), as though they were touting with 
invisible cards for some advertising establishment 

" The Nylghau," observed Mr. Mopes, addressing his 
remarks to the animal so designated, who seemed to have 
been unable to make up his mind whether he should be 
an ox or an ass, and to have been punished for the inde- 
cision pretty severely by having had the hump of the dro 
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medaiy clapped upon him — ''is one of the most vicious 
of the natives of India. When meditating an attack, this 
insidious quadruped will £dl upon his knees in a devo- 
tional attitude, shuffle on obsequiously a few paces, and 
then darting forward with a powerful spring, rarely fails 
to annihilate the astonished spectator. 

''The QUn6lSop&rd and her young. This quadruped 
has jusUy been called the gendest of animals, as well as 
being by far the tallest and most unless. The young 
one before you, which has only been ushered into the 
world a few days ago, is upwards of nine feet high, 
without which bountiful provision of nature in respect 
to altitude^ he would be unable to partake of that re- 
freshment which his tender age demands. His amble is 
very peculiar, and may be likened to the knight's move 
in chess, or the spectacle which might be afiforded by 
a camp-stool in active motion. This creature commonly 
culls its food from the upper branches of tall trees, thus 
interfering with the requirements of no other animal; 
when reduced to crop the herbage of the ground, it has 
to set its forelegs exceedingly wide apart, in order to 
bring its mouth suffidendy low; and from that absurd 
position it surveys the landscape — ^being gifted with the 
attribute of looking backwards — ^from between its own 
hind-legs. When erect^ it can, on any moderately level 
ground, observe the approach of an enemy from the 
other side, or nearly so, of the horizon, and can then 
make ofl^thougb unfortunately only up hill — ^at consi- 
derable speed. 

"The Llama, which is sometimes designated the 
Camel of the East, in consequence of its being able to 
go for a lengthened period without water— and, of course^ 
all other liquid refreshments — ^is good to eat, and also 
excellent for paletots or overcoats. Too easily attracted 
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by cariosity, alas, the hunter has only to lie on his back, 
with his heels in the air, and these confiding creatures 
will flock round him, as the boys of our country will 
surround a street exhibition; when even the disdiaiige 
of his fatal weapon is considered (by the survivors) to 
form a part of the interesting performance. They are 
extensively used by the Peruvians as beasts of burden; 
but from the circumstance of their being very weak, 
excessively slow, and obstinate beyond belief by persons 
who have been only accustomed to mules, there is little 
probability of their superseding the horse amongst our- 
selves. The Llama is a native of South America, but it 
is occasionally found in Tibet, where it is held in the 
greatest veneration, and even worship — probably on 
account of its rarity. 

It was a characteristic of Mr. Mopes' lectures, which 
Dick, of course, did not get acquainted with till after- 
wards, that on days when the company were numerous, 
and their donations liberal, his accounts of the animals 
he described were eulogistic, and even flattering; whereas 
on unsatisfactory occasions, sudi as the present, when 
Mr. Mopes' mind was soured by a lack of appreciation, 
they were detractory and calumnious. 

''The Brown Bear, in common with the rest of his 
species, has the power of sitting, and even walking, in 
an erect position, as well as that of climbing trees ; but 
he doesn't do any of it well. It is said that he will not 
attack a person sleeping ; but this, I think, from what 1 
know of him, must mean when the bear is sleeping, and 
not the man. He is a fierce and remorseless animal, 
and we keepers who have to venttu'e into his compart- 
ment risk our lives for a comparatively trifling considera- 
tion. Observe his daws, gentlemen and ladies, and how 
he stuffs his fore-paws into his mouth, as though for 
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want of a human sacrifice. It looks like toothachei bat 
it j nothing of that sort, I do assure you* 

^'This animal, with the partially shaved countenance^ 
and the inadequate white shirt, is the Guereza Monkey, 
a native of Africa, the climate of which can alone excuse 
such insufficiency of clothing. From the bush-like ter- 
mination of its tail, which commonly forms its cushion, 
combined with tlie contemplative expression of its coun- 
tenance, it is sometimes confused with the fabled Rum- 
tumfoozleum, so familiar to many of my hearers as tht 
animal who ' sits upon the tip of his tail a-wondering at 
the ordinances of nature ; * but this is not the case." 

Mr. Mopes* harangue became wearisome enough to 
Dick by this time, who, from much acquaintance with 
the Zoological Gardens, knew almost as much about the 
subject as did the lecturer ; but he was too astute a lad 
to disgust one who would probably be his future com- 
panion, by exhibiting the indifierence he really felt He 
therefore accompanied him in his tour round the four 
quarters of the globe, and his researches into earth and 
sky with laudable attention, laughing only when Mr. 
Mopes laughed, which was seldom, and not during the 
delivery of his more eloquent passages, where the fun 
was not so obvious to the narrator as to his hearers — z, 
rule tliat it is well to observe at lectures of a more 
scientific character. 

The most interesting of all the animals in Dick's eyes, 
although those about which Mr. Mopes had least to say, 
were the lions and tigers, who occupied three contiguous 
dens — the lions by themselves, the tigers by themselves, 
and in the third den a lion and a tigress together. What 
a contrast was there between the appearance of the king 
of beasts-— extended at full length, slumbrous and re- 
signed, but far from torpid, with its calm earnest eyes 
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half open, conscious alike of strength and of captivity — • 
and that of his fellow-prisoner, whose eye seemed to 
speak fire against every created creature, during that 
noiseless but impatient pacing to and fro, and whose 
awful throat to send forth from time to time the very 
name of the author of her woes, and the object on which 
her revengeful heart was brooding — " Man, Man ! " With 
what care, too, despite her wrath, when her rapid stride 
led her across the lion's extended paws, did she pick her 
way, cautious not to offend the powerful; and what a 
murderous sneer she wore at sight of the exhibitor,^ 
whose approach she awaited poised upon three legs, a 
monument of ferocious beauty, as though the hour of 
her deliverance was at last at hand, and he who was 
about to confer the benefit should be the first to rue it 

"Did Tickerocandua enter that very cage?" was. 
Dick's inquiry. 

"Certainly," returned Mr. Mopes; "leastways when 
there was any encouragement afforded by the spectators, 
he did so. Under present circumstances, which were 
humiliating to him as a Briton and a believer in the 
perfectibility of the human race, such a course was out 
of the question ; but even now the Lion-tamer of Central 
Africa would go through his astounding performances 
with the three lions and four lionesses in the neighbour^ 
ing compartment, as advertised in the bills. Whether 
folks were real gentry, or merely rubbish," added Mr. 
Mopes with meaning, "word is always kept with the 
pubUc in every case." 

"And does the Lion-hunter venture among those 
tigers by themselves ? " inquired Dick with interest, and 
pointing to that far from Happy Family of FelincB in 
question, who, ceaselessly winding in and out, and over 

and under one another, seemed to be treading some. 

P 
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terrible dger-measure to a nmning accompanimait of 
snarls and growls. 

« Does he go in among th€m tender-hearted critturs?* 
echoed Mr. Mopes, with derisive scorn ; ''why, not if he 
knows it ; no." By which that gentleman did not mean 
to convey the impression that Tickerocandua ever visited 
them unconsciously, as in his sleep, but that if he were 
so n\sh as to do such a thing at all, the performance 
would not be repeated. 

'^ The Earthman and the Earthwoman win now make 
their appearance," exclaimed the lecturer; and as he 
spoke, the pair alluded to descended a little ladder lead- 
ing from one of the two caravans occupied as dwelling- 
houses, and made their bows to the company. Little 
akin to humanity as this couple were, they illustrated 
the poet's statement, that ''Man wants but little here 
below, nor wants that little long," by their respective 
garments, which seemed to be entirely formed of strings 
of shells, and which, as they moved, made a pleasant 
tinkling like that of sheep-bells ; they could hardly have 
been put on, however, for a similar purpose, since the 
wearers were not of a character to become lost or indis- 
tinguishable among any amount of their fellow-creatures. 
The Earthman and the Earthwoman had a certain (per- 
haps) earthy odour about them, which, independently of 
the shells, made you aware of their presence at a consi- 
derable distance : their hue was an unhealthy brown, 
relieved by red and yellow spots, wherewith they tattooed 
themselves precisely as the peripatetic cake-dealers of 
the humbler sort are wont to sprinkle their gingerbread. 
Round their waists and arms they wore German-silver 
rings of a mighty thickness, which gave them the appear 
ance of having just been released from personal confine- 
ment^ in order to go through their *' characteristic w«r- 
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dance ; " and the only vocabulary of which they were 
possessed consisted, or seemed to do so, of two words — 
WoggadaboOy signifying ^' How do you do ? " and Wi^dy^ 
which was Earthen for " Thank you, Sir." 

It is to be hoped, that as they were unable to speak 
the English tongue, so were tiiey merdfully debarred 
from understanding it when spoken by their exhibitor. 
'' This is the Earthman and the Earthwoman, gentlemen 
and ladies,** exclaimed Mr. Mopes, dexterously insinuate 
ii^gy 1>7 emphasis, the immense difference that lay be- 
tween barbarism and civilisation, ''and it is supposed 
that they are the lowest of created human beings. It 
has been conjectured by some that they are more akin 
to the ourangoutang, or wild man of the woods, whose 
acquaintance we have just been cultivathig, than to the 
human; but this is easily disproved by the inspection 
of the toes or fingers; and, moreover, the interesting 
specimens now before us live where there are no woods, 
but in holes of the earth, after the manner of the rabbit 
or cony, and hence their name. The taller one is, of 
course, the male, who is, however, kept tinder strict con- 
trol, and sometimes even beaten by the female, which, 
again, materially strengthens their position as being 
allied to the human fcimily. They will perform their 
characteristic war-dance, accompanied by singing; after 
which they will go round the company and wish them 
* good-bye,' by shaking hands, an accomplishment they 
have been recently taught with infinite pains and trouble : 
the mode of salutation among themselves — that of rub* 
bing each other's noses briskly together for several se- 
conds — having been found almost ineradicable." 

At the conclusion of this eulogium, the Earthman 
and Earthwoman began to jump about in their charac- 
teristic, but rather alarming manner, at the same time 

ra 
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uttering a war-cry compounded of the words Woggad^ 
boo and Wiggidy ; after which they pervaded the spec- 
tators, who pressed as eagerly forward for a dasp of their 
clammy hands as though they were monarchs (which, 
indeed, they were said to be, in Earthland)^ and touching 
for the king's-evil. 

These ceremonies being ended, and the elephants 
having duly stood, according to the programme, ^' upon 
their own heads " — ^which, indeed, if they must needs 
stand on any, it was quite as well they should have 
done — and placed themselves in other ''dassical atti- 
tudes," Mr. Mopes announced that ''the performance 
would now conclude with the unique exhibition ot 
Tickerocandua the Invincible, in his tremendous charac- 
ter of the Lion-htmter of Central Africa; the only tamer 
of the Monarch of the Forest now travelling, who could 
be relied upon with confidence for not having his head 
bitten off, or other unpleasant accident occurring, which 
but too often turned, what the public had expected to 
be a harmless exhibition, into a most distressing spec- 
tacle. — It was usual at this stage of the proceedings for 
those who were satisfied with the lecturer to bestow upon 
him some small pecuniary trifle, the amount of which was 
left to the ladies and gentlemen themselves." 

At these words, the attention of all Salterleigh be-, 
came at once engrossed by things which had had no sort 
of previous interest for them ; such as the wood-work 
and bars of the caravans, the tarpaulin that roofed the 
exhibition, their clergyman's dog, and, in short, every 
object which they could admire without laying them- 
selves under an obligation to Mr. Mopes ; who, on his 
part, smiled sardonically, and inquired audibly of Dick, 
as he flipped that young gentleman's sixpence perpendi- 
^larly in air, whether he had ever seen such a heap oC 
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mean ones out of Devonshire. The question would 
have been rather an embarrassing one to answer wi^ 
out offence to either party ; but luckily, at that moment^ 
Tickerocandua the Invincible was seen descending the 
ladder of the same caravan which had already sent forth 
the Earthman and his consort, and Mr. Mopes turned 
upon his heel, with the air of a monarch who feels 
indeed that the hour of deposition has arrived, but iriio^ 
for his part, scorns to bow his regal knee to the coming 
usurper. 





CHAPTER XXIIL 

THE LION TAMER. 

|HE personal aspect of the Lion Tamer off 
Central Africa was certainly impressive in a 
very high degree. His actual height could 
scarcely have been less than six feet two, while it was 
artificially raised by a circlet of eagles' feathers set in a 
coronet, which the majority of enraptured beholders 
believed to be constructed of virgin gold. A leopard- 
skin, worn somewhat after the manner of a Scotch plaid, 
set off a jerkin of green leather, while his legs were 
encased in a pair of huge jack-boots. Such was the 
costume in which Tickerocandua's proprietors would 
have it supposed that he pursued the King of Beasts in 
the arid plains of his native land, armed only with an 
ordinary-looking carter's whip, which he carried, how- 
ever, with an air as though it had been the sceptre of 
Timbuctoo. 

He was undeniably a magnificent-looking fellow, to 
whom not even the luxuriant tresses which were swept 
back from his forehead in the style Acrobafiqu^y could 
impart a touch of effeminacy ; and as he trod the floor 
with abstracted air, he looked every inch as much a king 
as any playactor, and, it is probable, a vast deal more so 
than any actual occupant of a throne. Gazing neither 
to the right hand nor to the lefl, he gravely approached 



die cage where the lions were awaiting him, by no means 
as though he were an article of consumption, especially 
decorated for their table (as would have been my feelii^ 
or yours, brave reader, in such a case), but rather as 
though he had '' a crow to pick," as the expression runs, 
with one of them — an account which it distressed him 
as their ruler and natural protector to have to settle* 
In execution of this painful duty, therefore, as soon as 
he had deliberately opened the cage-door, just wide 
enough to admit himself, and bolted it on the inside, 
he applied his whip with considerable enetgy to that 
monarch of the deser^ who happened to be making the 
greatest roaring of the seven ; then seizing him by a 
great handful of mane, he forced him to stand upon his 
hind legs, and rest his massive forepaws upon his own 
breast, in which position he stood for a minute or two, 
the lion looking straight into his &ce with the eye of an 
epicure regarding his first morsel, and Tickerocandua 
looking at the lion as though he would like to see hin) 
at it Then disentanglmg himself of the King of Beasts 
by the simple process of throwing him badcwards, he 
took up an exceedingly small wooden hoop^ and re* 
quested, in cerem(»nous dumb show — ^as though he were 
conferring the Order of the Garter upon some dis- 
tinguished courtier — ^that the largest quadruped there 
present should leap through it without the previous 
jHrecaution (which seemed absolutely necessary) of taking 
dS. his head and shoulders ; the thing appeared only one 
d^ee less preposterous than a request that the camel 
over the way should attempt the eye of a needle; but 
at the second crack of the wUp, and after a single groan 
of remonstrance from the lion, the creature darted through 
it, fitting it closely indeed as a bullet its barrel, but with 
all that shaggy amplitude of mane shrunk down to no- 
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thing — ^laid back like the ears of a vicious horse on the 
one side of the hoop, and reasserting itself on the other 
like the quils of an exceedingly fretful porcupine. 

In addition to this example of what the professional 
lion-hunter (as well as the lion) has to go through in 
Central Africa, Tickerocandua now inserted a couple of 
ridiculously narrow shelves in the back of the cage for 
the accommodation of a pair of lionesses ; and arranging 
the remaining five aninuds in the form of a sleeping- 
couch, he reclined upon them in a luxurious attitude, 
while those dangerous-looking cherubs watched over 
him from their exalted position. Finally, having re- 
ceived a carbine from the hands of Mr. Mopes, and 
compelled the whole of the animals to leap many times 
over his head and shoulders at fuU gallop, he drove the 
seven into a comer, snarling and growling, and dis- 
charged among them, from his deadly weapon, a penny- 
worth of— powder — a ceremony which concluded the 
representation of the method of conductmg lion-hunts. 

During the whole of this spectacle Dick was trans- 
ported with delight; he had never imagined such a 
toastery over creatures he had so often admired and 
dreaded was attainable^ and he looked upon him who 
had achieved it^ as the bravest, and perhaps the best of 
men. There was so undisguised an expression of wor- 
ship in his countenance, that Tickerocandua himself, 
accustomed as he was to the incense of public adorationi 
bowed to the lad in a stately manner as he passed 
through the crowd ; and when he reached his caravan, 
and felt Dick's hand laid reverently upon his tiger-skin, 
he observed, in a voice less regal than might have been 
expected, and even a little thick, ''Well, what is '% 
young un ? Would you like to make your living among 
wild beastesses like me ? '^ 
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Dick replied respectfully that such was not only his 
wish, but his settled intention. 

^ Why, bless my liver," replied Tickerocandua, whose 
name, in private life, by-the-bye, was Robmson, and whose 
knowledge of Central Africa was derived from oral tradi* 
tion rather than from personal e^^perience, or from books ; 
**Why, bless my liver, I never seed a young fellow of 
your age bit so—never ! Boys, ay, and sometimes gals 
too, I have seen bit; but a young man like you-^— 
Lord love you, go away home to your mother, do, for the 
hexhibition's closing ! *' 

''I am gomg to belong to your company,'' returned 
Dick earnestly. '^I have got a letter from Mr. Trim- 
mmg, who used to have the show, or at least from Mrs. 
Trimming, to Mr. Tredgold, to ask him to take me on 
here." 

''£h, what? Mrs. Trimming 1" ejaculated the beast- 
tamer; '^a young ooman with dark hair and eyes, as was 
Lion Queen here for a little time, only nothing would 
ever induce her to go in among the hanimals, and her 
name is Luddora ? " 

" Ay, that's her," replied Dick, 

" Come up along with me then," returned Tickerocan- 
dua, as he led the way up the steps of the caravan ; *' we 
have plenty c£ time for a little chat together about old 
friends, for master and missus are at supper at present, 
and hates to be disturbed over their wittles as much as 
the creeturs themselves." 

The caravan was of polished deal and consisted of 
three apartments — one devoted to the Lion Hunter of 
Central Africa, one to the Earthwoman and her consort, 
and one to the purposes of a common sitting-room. The 
privacy of each apartment, however, was not so great as 
these arrangements implied, the partitions being by no 
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means sound proof; and, indeed, throughout the subse- 
quent conversation which was held in Tickerocandua's 
deeping-apartment, the words Woggadaboo and Wiggidy 
made themselves distinctly heard through the single 
plank which intervened between Dick and his new friend 
and the two aborigines from the Mountains of the Moon. 
The convenience however, if not the seclusion of the 
arrangements, was undeniable ; tiie furniture was good 
if not plentiful, while every article of it had some use be- 
side that which its outward appearance indicated. Not 
only was '' the bed by night a chest-of-drawers by day," 
but one of the cluurs hung down perpendicularly from 
the wall, until it was wanted, and the other turned over 
(sometimes when it was fu>i wanted) and became a wash- 
ing-stand. There were little cupboards, too^ like rabbit* 
hutches, for the keeping of all sorts of properties, hanging 
round the room in default of pictures, and one of them 
was the cellar, wherefrom Tickerocandua produced a 
bottle of spirits, and drank Dick's health out of it 
straightway, without the intervention of a glass. 

" I always find that's good for me," exclaimed he^ 
"whenever I get away from those precious lions." 

To this Dick responded, ^'Ah 1" merely, like a prudent 
lad; but he thought within himself, that if the Lion 
Hunter of Central Africa performed that beneficial cere- 
mony after each of his representations, and the repre^ 
sentations took place every hour, he must get through a 
good deal of Hollands in the course of the day. 

Could it be possible, then, that Tickerocandua stood 
in need of Dutch courage ? That he was acting a part 
that he was not equal to, and that when the play was 
over for the time, such a stimulant was necessary to re- 
cover him from subsequent reaction ? As Tickerocandua 
took off his crown of eagle feathers, and passed his hand 



JhiLwn Tamer. itj 

over his brow, with something like a sigh, it seemed to 
the lad that such indeed might be the case. The tone of 
the beast-tamer, however, was blithe and jovial enough, 
as he asked after his old acquaintance, Richard Trimming 
— just such a careless self-congratulatoiy tone, in short, as 
that in which men usually do ask after one who has been 
a boon-companion to them for some little way on the road 
of life, but since then, it is likely may have taken a wrong 
turning. 

"Well," answered the lad laughing, "he lives by 
photography, just at present" 

"I was afiaid that 'ud be it," observed the other 
gravely, "and I'm sony for it An honest livelihood is 
the best, be it ever so hard a one." 

"Oh, its honest enough," explained Dick hastily, "as 
fiur as that goes ; he lives by taking other people's facesf, 
that's alL" 

"Dear, dear I so poor Dick has got to that, has he? 
We always said there was need to hold one's hat on with 
both hands in his company, and that even then he would 
be sure to pick one's pockets. Such a clever fellow, too, 
and not to make anything of his chances after all ? Why 
this 'ere Travelling Hexhibition must have been worth at 
least twenty pounds per week to him. There was a 
yellow-throated sloth in it at that time as was five hun«* 
dred pounds to begin with in any man's purse — always a 
throwing itself upon its bs^ck, and requestin' of the public 
to come on if they dared for a scratch-match : and yet 
they do say Trimming lost the whole biling of it at three- 
card loo in six mondis. He was an awful gambler, was 
Dick ; the best card-player, billiard-player, skittle-player, 
and what not, as was to be looked on ; but nothing ever 
comes of that worth speaking of; it's light come, light go ; 
or else there's somebody else as is always just a point or 



228 Richard Arbour. 

two beyond you ; that's where it is. Did Dick ever tcU 
you how he did the Yankees over the water ? " 

" He told me some queer things of his own doings but 
I don't think he ever told me that," replied the lad. 

" Well, it was in the days of Trimming's luck, and he 
had some six hundred pounds to the good about him '; 
so what does he do but goes to New York and loses a 
little of it in the best of the public billiard-rooms, and 
then by rail and coach to the far West, stopping at every 
big place to lose some more ; and dropping here a little 
and there a little all the way as though it were a paper- 
chase, with dollar notes. "When he got to Buffalor, or 
some such wild-beast sort of a name, he had but twelve 
pounds belonging to him to bring him back to England, 
and then he began to calkilate that it was about time to 
think of making his fortune. So he played a little 
better at Bu£falor, and commenced to win instead of 
lose ; and then a good deal better at each of the places 
at which he had been defeated — "picked up" as the 
saying is — on his way West Those who had found 
him an easy victory before, could scarcely understand 
how a man's play could so improve in ten days* time, 
and were riled thereby most un<fommon, but of course 
they had to pay when they lost When he got back to 
New York itself, he put the pot on to a very considerable 
extent, and won a heap of dollars nightly; he told me 
that he did not get less than a couple of thousand 
pounds, in all, out of that same room ; and he would 
have made more, only one night an accident happened 
which might have been rather serious. He perceived, 
by the behaviour of some of the players, that He had 
been " blown upon " — got found out in jfact — ^ahd by their 
savage looks and whispers among themselves, that a 
quarrel was going to be picked with him, after which, as 
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he well knew, he would have to take one of Colonel 
Colt's lead pills, or become a sheath for a bowie knife. 
He saw he would never be pennitted to get clear away 
from them rooms again, and yet he had every farthing of 
money he possessed in the world at that moment about 
his person. He had won three or four hundred dollars 
already that very evening, and he placed the notes osten- 
tatiously upon the mantelpiece as he went on with his 
game ; then having contrived to cut his hand with the 
brass rim of a pocket so as to make it bleed, he left the 
room under pretence of going to wash it, in his shirt- 
sleeves, indeed, but with a whole skin. He never came 
back either for his coat or his money, but went right, 
away, and put himself under the protection of the police, 
imtil the steamer started for England.'' 

''And did he get safe home with all the rest he had 
won ? " inquired Dick, who could scarcely reconcile such 
a fact with the sky-parlour and modest manner of life 
affected by the gentleman in question, since he had had 
the advantage of his acquaintance. 

"Ay, that he did, and lived like a fighting-cock upon it 
for six months or so, by which time it was all gone and 
more widi it ; he was reduced, indeed, so low on that 
particular occasion, I remember, that he had to take to 
the Dumby Dodge." 

"The Dumby Dodge?" remarked Dick interroga-. 
tively ; " I never heard of that, I think." 

" Well, my boy, it's a profession that few people take 
ijp with for choice, and until most other trades have 
failed. You go about to sporting public-houses — them 
in the dog-line principally — and stick pins into yourself 
for the gratification of the nobility and gentry; that's, 
wliat is called the Dumby Dodge — ^because, I suppose, 
you don't holler out when they hurt you.. Dick Trim- 
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ming had great natural gifts in that way, and couldn't 
feeli bless you, in the arms no more than if they had 
been stuffed with sawdust ; his lips in particular, might 
have been orange peel for all that they cared about pins. 
But he had his tender pints, of course, and suffered 
accordingly. For my part, I should not like to see it 
done, a bit better than to make a pincushion of my own 
carcass, but different persons are differently constituted : 
and for the matter of that, it aint a usual thing to lock 
oneself up with half-a-dozen lions and lionesses, ten 
times a-day, for the enjoyment of one's fellow-creatures." 

" That's true," returned Dick, " I never expected to 
see you come out of that cage aUve to-day." 

"Well, I've done that same trick," remarked Tickero- 
candua coolly, and entering a figure in his note-book, 
" exactly three thousand times in the last four years ; I 
keep account of it, so that when my time does come, 
my successor may know exactly what he has to look ta 
Except Newcomo, the lion-tamer belonging to Edwards' 
concern, that was Wombwell's — and is the largest hex- 
hibition as travels, for all what our advertising bill says 
—I gives in to no man for pluck and steadiness ; but it's 
a bad trade — z dangerous game, young man " — (here Mr. 
Robinson took another pull at the gin bottle, as if to 
conceal a passing shudder) — "and I should never advise 
you, nor anybody else, to take to it, if half the money, 
ay, or a quarter of it, is to be made by other means. 
The man who was here as lion-tamer just before me, was 
a black man, and would have been safe, one would have 
thought — ^to look at him — ^from any animal that hadn't a 
very depraved happetite, indeed ; and yet that 'ere tigress 
in the fourth caravan from this ** 

" The beautiful creature that is in the same cage with 
the lion ? " intemipted Dick ; " I saw her lying down to 
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lest as soon as she found she was not wanted^ and sleep*' 
ing through all the noise and tumult of the hunt next 
door, as Aough she were in her native jungle.*' 

*' Sleepmg 1 " exclaimed Tickerocandua contemptuously, 
'^that striped devil never sleeps. She does nothing but 
shut her eyes, and think of human flesh ; that's my belief. 
She made but one bite at that poor darkey, it's true, but 
you might have put your head in the hole a'roost** 

'' Has that tigress eaten a man, then?" demanded Dick 
with horror. 

*<She has kiUed a man, and eaten as much as she 
could of him," returned the beast tamer. ** I was tele- 
graphed for from London, and took his place within 
twenty-four hours afterwards. People wnt picked up in 
every town Uiatll accept such appointments as this, you 
see, and particularly after these little accidents. I had 
been bred up to the work all my life, and was well worth 
my salary, high as it is, as Tredgold very well knew. 
Why, it was I who introduced the lion-hunt into this shop. 
I am the man that draws the company. If there wasn't 
a chance of seeing me eaten up alive ten times a-day, 
why, how would this show be filled, I should like to 
know? Do you suppose they'd stand a-gaping at them 
elephants all day if there wasn't something startling to 
follow? Don't they get tired enough of that fool Mopes' 
talk about the creeturs* intelligence — and the beasts are 
sharp enough, it's true — and affectionate docility, and so 
forth. Oh, lor! just you ask Doll Jeeheeboy about 
that I He knows something about their gentlenesses, he 
does ; he could have shown you, on^ day, five smashed- 
&i ribs and a broken arm in proof of it I shall never 
forget him a-lying under that angelic-tempered Ninus, 
who had his off forefoot lifted up to finish him with, nor 
the voice in which he ^ed out, * Ob Niney, Nineyi what 



23 s Rkhari Arbour. 

axe you a-doing on ? ' as though he would e3q)ostu]att 
with the terrible creetur.** 

'' But he did spare him, did he not," returned Did^ 
'' or how comes it that the poor fellow is alive ? " 

'' Oh yes, he spared him, just as the cat spares the 
mouse when he is tired of torturing it, for a little, being 
always certain of his victim. The beast would let none 
of us go into the den and drag Doll out ; however, one 
of the visitors went in — ^a parson he was, and as milk- 
soppy a chap to look at as ever you saw ; but he was a 
brave gentleman. He said as how the same Power as 
saved Daniel from the lions would help him then in 
doing a good action. That was what I call bringing the 
Scriptures home to a fellow, that is ; and, for my part, I 
wish I could feel like him when I put on my boots and 
feathers every morning." 

"You are not afraid, however/' said Dick; "I am. 
sure of that" 

"Afraid!" returned the other scornfully; "well, I 
should think not ; what made you put such a question to 
me^ I'd like to know? I flatter myself that none of my 
feathers are white ones. No, no ; but let the pitcher go 
to the well no matter how oftm^^ added the beast tamer 
gravely, ''it must needs come to smash at last It's 
risky, you see — the thing is risky, after all — ^there, that's 
xay last pull at the bottle for this evening ; " and with 
those words Tickerocandua replaced the tempter in its 
pigeon-hole. 

" But how did you pluck up courage to go in among 
the creatures for the first time ? " persisted Dick. '' I can 
fancy custom reconciling a man even to such a trade as 
yours ; but the apprenticeship seems the wonder." 

"Well, you see, there were only two— a lion and a- 
lioness — ^when I first came, for the tigress I would thei| 
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htird nothing to do with ; and I could keep my eye on 
both of them at once ; and when I got to be straight 
with them, the others were added, one by one, and see- 
ing the old stagers behaving civilly to me, they did the 
same ; for all the world like human beings. They are 
jealous and suspicious of one another, too, and don't 
know how to pull together, thank Heaven j beside which, 
they are afraid of the whip." 

''I should have thought they could have scarcely felt 
such a thing as that," observed Dick, pointing to the 
weapon in question; ''why, the thong is scarcely so 
thick as that of an ordinary carter's whip." 

'' Lift the other end," replied Tickerocandua grimly ; 
'' and then tell me what you think of it" 

'* Why, it's loaded," cried the astonished lad ; " it's no- 
tiling less than a tremendous life-preserver." 

"Just so," returned the other coolly ; "but it is un- 
necessary to mention it to the general public They 
would not be half so pleased if they thought I could de- 
fend myself. One tap on the right place from that there 
seeming bit of leather, and not a lion living but must go 
down before it, like a pin in a skittle-alley." 

''You'd hit him on the head, I suppose?" inquired 
Dick with interest 

"Well, you see, you're an outsider at present, young 
man, and these things are secrets of the profession ; but 
I don't mind telling you this much, that you might beat 
one of them lions about the head for half an hour with 
that there loaded handle, and he wouldn't know but 
what you were only killing his fleas for him. And 
speaking of fleas — of which there are a great many in 
this here shop, although they are never mentioned among 
the Collection in the bills — do you know that it is about 
time to turn in? for we keep early hours; Mr. and Mrs. 
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T.y t00| must have done their sapper this long time. 
Yoa can have that mattress yonder for to-night, if thej 
win give you leave, but afterwards yoa must sleq> oat in 
lodgings. Nobody but me and that Earthenware lot^ as 
I calls 'em ^ — and Mr. Robinson p<Hnted with his tbamb 
to the apartment occupied by the lady and gentleman 
from the Mountains of the Moon — '' being peimitted to 
have quarters in the Hexhibition at night" 

*' Then to whom does that beautiful caravan next door 
belong?** inquired Dick. 

''To the master and mistress, of course" replied 
Tickerocandua, with an air such as a sentry at Windsor 
Castle might assume, if he were asked who resided there. 
''It aint far for you to walk; only take care of the steps^ 
which are steepish; and if you went a cropper down 
them, you might pitch on to the glass box full of seiv 
pents, which aint a pleasant family to break in upon un- 
expected, I can tell you." 

With this friendly piece kA parting advice^ the Lion 
Tamer of Central Africa set up his bed, which was 
exactly like the flap of a dinner-table, and proceeded to 
divest himself of lus jack-boots and tiger-skin. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

UA. AND MRS. TREDGOLIX 

I AKING exceeding care not to distuib Ae great 
family of ophidia, snugly reposing in thdr 
blankets of many folds, Mr. Richard Arbour 
once more descended into the exhibition. The place 
was quite deserted of human occupants, all the duties 
<£ the company in connection with the brute creation 
having been fulfilled. Only a stifled bark from the 
jadcal proclaimed his sense of wrong at not being let 
out to the grave-yards upon so beautiful a summer night, 
and a disappointed cry from the cheetah, intimated that 
be was hunting in his dreams, and had just missed 
his spring at a phantom antelope. The homed owl, 
indeed, was wide awake, with his ears unnecessarily 
erect, and his eyes exceedingly like a pair of policeman's 
lanterns, fixed suspidously on nothing particular; bu^ 
as he was never known to be otherwise, it is not neces- 
sary to except either him, or the weasel, firom the general 
drowsiness. The stork, with a misdirected economy, 
was husbanding one of her spindle I^ as usual, by 
making the other do double duty, and had wrapped her 
wing careMly about her bead, as a servant girl carries 
her prayer-book in her handkerchief. A monkey or two 
twtmg by their tails, like pendulums, as if anxious to 
take note of time even while they slept; and "iat p0T< 
<ia 
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cupines were huddled together in a manner to make % 
thin-skinned spectator shudder, and with a natural affec- 
tion overcoming circumstance greater than their brethren 
of the quill, the poets, ever described in song. 

The rap which Dick administered with the highly* 
polished knocker upon the highly-polished door of lifr. 
Tredgold's residence, did resound amid the general silence 
rather alarmingly ; but he was not prepared to hear the 
bolt shot with great sharpness upon the other side, and 
a tremulous voice demanding through the keyhole what 
was the matter, and in particular, whether that confounded 
alligator was about again. 

This interesting quadruped, as Dick subsequently 
learned, was a recent addition to the collection, and the 
bane of its proprietor's existence. That benevolent 
gentleman had caused a mighty bath to be prepared for 
it, and had let it out, upon one occasion, for the express 
purpose of its taking its natural refreshment therein ; 
but instead of doing so, the animal had snapped at the 
company generally, and pursued his keeper round the 
show for upwards of an hour, with his mouth open, to 
the estimated extent of thirteen feet Spare iron bars 
from the cages had been plunged into that dreadful 
vacuum, only to be snapped in pieces like slate-pencils ; 
and he was only captured at last by means of a casting- 
net, in which an expmenced fisherman entangled the 
amphibious b&ast, after a chase which lasted for an entire 
afternoon. 

"What is loose, then, if it aint the alligator?" de- 
manded the voice again in tones a little reassured; '4t 
isn't that there abommable nylghau I do hope, nor yet 
the pmna ? " 

" No, Sir," replied Dick, half suffocated with laughter } 
«♦ if s oiily me ; and Fve got a letter ixx you." 
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At these words the door was opened slowly and cau- 
tiously, as though Mr. Tredgold were yet unsatisfied that 
they might not be the ruse of some subtle animal devised 
to put him off his guard, and gain admittance into the 
caravan. ''And who are you, Sir ? " demanded the pro- 
prietor fiercely, as soon as he saw how little formidable 
his visitor really was. "Who the deuce are you, Sir, 
and who is your letter firom ? " 

"My name is Richard Arbour, who is seeking em- 
ployment in your service. Sir; and the letter is fix>m 
Mrs., or at least fi-om the young woman that—" 

" From whofn ? " cried a voice so shrill that it almost 
set Dick's teeth on edge, and so close to his ear that he 
could hardly think a plank, however thin, interposed 
between him and the speaker. " Bring it in directly, Mr, 
Tredgold : I insisf upon knowing who it comes fi*om." 

" You may fetch it yourself, Madam, if you feel so 
excessively anxious about it," replied that gentleman, 
winking wickedly at Dick, and by rapid pantomimic 
action making him aware that Mrs. T. had her nightcap 
on, and was not in costume suitable for her appearance 
before a stranger. 

" It's a business letter, my love, respecting the taking 
on of an additional hand into the establishment, and haa 
nothing to do with you whatever." 

There was a rustling sound as though somebody were 
getting into a silk dress in a very excited manner, and in 
another moment the mistress of the caravan was in the 
apartment, thinner, and so to speak, skimpier than ever, 
in consequence probably of some deficiency of under- 
garment, and wearing a bonnet over what was most cer* 
lainly never intended to be a bonnet-cap. 

" Let me look at that note this instant. Sir ! " 

Mr Tredgold was » particularly stQUt perSQn, and W 
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h« held the letter on high with one hand, and waved 
that lady spare away widi the other, Dick bethought 
him how glad Mr. Sunstroke would have been to get 
them both upon a slid^ as an allegory of Plenty defying 
famine. 

<< Who is it, Mr. Ttedgold? I insist upon being told 
What is the name, boy, of this young female, who ven- 
tures to address a letter to my husband ? '* 

" Oon*t tell her," ejaculated the proprietor, " or you 
shall have no place in my service." 

*'Yoa shall never put foot inside his establishment; 
unless you do," responded the lady. 

Here was a dilemma which threatened to defy all 
Dick's powers of conciliation and finesse, had not Mrs. 
T. herself put an end to it, by catching sight of the sig- 
nature of the missive as it fluttered tantalisingly above 
her head. '' You wicked, base, abominable man," cried 
she ; '' how dare you flaunt such a name as that before 
my very eyes, and under my own roof-tree 1 This is why 
you have been so short, and short, and short again of 
money, is it — for this — ^I don't know how long 1 Luci- 
dora, forsooth! What, that trapesing wanton baggage 
as went away with Trimming, is it ? Oh, you're a nice 
respectable sort of married man, you are 1 I suppose 
she acknowledges your last twenty-pound note, or so, 
and wants another, I'll be bound." 

*' You are a pig-headed old she-imicom 1 " responded 
Mr. Tredgoldwith some rudeness; "and you may read 
the letter, and answer it too, yourself, for all I care." 

The unicorn was a term of severe reproach among Mr. 
Tr^dgold's company, from the circumstance of its forming 
a constant subject of complaint from the visitors; the 
more simple of whom perceiving it advertised in the bills, 
were induced to expect its appearance among the 
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ttmudsy and were apt to be dissatisfied with the sub- 
ititution of the rhinoceros in its stead, and the informa- 
tion from Mr. Mopes^ that that comparatively funiliar 
qtiadraped was supposed to be the Unicom of the 
Ancients. Nevertheless, Mrs. Tredgold's curiosity over- 
came her indignation, and she applied herself to Lucidora's 
commonication without reply. 

^^My dear Mr. T^edgM (''Her dear Mr. Tredgold, 
indeed 1 faoity, toity, well I like that ! Oh, you infamous 
woman i" and the lady shook a bony finger at spacer as 
tiioii£^ if were a female of unprincipled character). As 
an M friend ('' Ay, old enough to know better, goodness 
knows ; Miss Lucidora was no chicken when she came 
here, for all she pretended to be so childish and timor* 
some "), and for the sake of old times (" Very pretty, upon 
my word ixA honour; I wonder what she is going to say 
next 1 " ) i want you to grant me privately a little request. 
('' Heavens, Mr. Tredgold 1 am I to read any more of 
tiiis abominable communication ? I feel my ears tingling 
from top to toe with shame ahready/' Mr. Tredgold 
muttered something about his being unaware that her ears 
had any toes, and even that it would do some people's 
ears good if they were made to tingle after another 
&shion.) TTiis is, that you will admit the young gentleman 
who is the dearer of this letter, and in whom I take a very 
great interest {'' Oh, indeed, you then, child, are a victim 
of this — ^this disrespectable hussy likewise, are you?'') 
in^ your company as exhibitor, or in some other remunerO" 
Hue offiee for which he may be fitted. Mr. Trimming de*^ 
sires his best regards to Mrs. Tredgold {''im^xiAexiX, fellow I") 
and yourself ; and believe me to be yours faithfully " — " Hers 
whatf Oh the brazen-faced creature 1 Faithfully, fo^ 
tooth ! Do you hear that, Mr. Tredgold ? "* 

'' Hear it t " echoed that gentleman. '' No^ I don*t hear 
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it : hearing is no name for being {nerced by sndi a 
cracked penny trumpet ; you will split the drum of my 
ear.** 

''Yours £uthfully, Luddora," gasped Mrs. Tredgold 
without seeming to notice the observations of her irritated 
consort, but with a certain mitigation in the ferocity of 
her manner, too. '' So you thought to ingratiate yourself 
with me, young man, did you, by bringing the recom- 
mendation of such a female the disgraceful com- 
panion ^ 

" Madam,*' interrupted Dick with firmness, ^ the person 
you allude to has been very kind to me ; if you have no 
place for me in your establishment, I must try my fortune 
elsewhere, but I cannot stand by and hear her spoken of 
in this manner.** 

" You are right, lad," observed Mr. Tredgold decisively, 
''and I like you for defending your friend: he is quite 
right, I say, woman, and do you be quiet I regret that 
we have no suitable occupation to offer you in the present 
juncture of circumstances (which was Mr. Tredgold's 
fevourite pleonasm for "now"), but Mr. Mopes suits us 
very well as chief exhibitor, and Mr. Taper is good 
enough in his absence. We have nothing^ absolutely 
nothing, at our disposal" 

" Except the part of second butcher," interposed Mrs* 
Tredgold, sardonically. " Bairman declares he cannot do 
his work fnuch longer without an assistant ; you may help 
him, if you like, at ten shillings a-week, young man; but 
that place, I suppose, woidd hardly suit such a fine young 
gentleman as you." 

At this advantageous proposal, Dick looked up without 
much rapture ; but perceiving Mr. Tredgold telegraphing 
over his wife's shoulder that he should accept the 
sitoation, he replied meekly: "Any place. Madam, 
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however humble, in ytmr establishment, must needs be a 
respectable position for one in my circumstances. With 
your good leave, I will enter upon my duties to-morrow 
morning." 

Mrs. T^'edgold had expected her proposition would have 
choked oflf the youth, and his humility disarmed her 'in* 
dignation. Her heart, too^ was not without the soft place 
in it peculiar to females of every age, and Dick's good 
looks, despite the disadvantages of candle-light and dusty 
raiment, had made some way with her.. Moreover, she 
knew that to retract her offer would aggravate her husband 
beyond judicious limits. She had her way in all domestic 
matters, and was permitted a considerable freedom of 
language and choice of epithet, but Mr. Tredgold was 
master in his own caravan, after all She knew how (ar 
she could venture in vituperation, to an adjective, and 
could detect the notices of danger in her husband's 
answers, as though she were a railway engine-driver, and 
he a flag-policeman* When he used the expression, 
*' you pig^ieaded old she-unicorn," it was the signal for 
'' caution," and her express-tongue slackened accordingly ; 
but when he said, '' woman, be quiet," it was a warning 
to shut off steam immediately, or, at least, to shunt off 
upon a siding, and there confine herself to smashing coal- 
trucks and bullock-vans — ^in other words, to rebuke her 
servants, and not her husband. 

** And where will you sleep to-night, young man ?" in- 
quired she, pointing to his knapsack : '' it is rather late 
to be looking after lodgings in the town, I doubt" 

A man of less conjugal experience than Mr. Tredgold 
would have here suggested that accommodation might 
have been given to the lad at once in the caravan itself^ 
but that sagacious gentleman held his tongue, and left the 
proposal to the lady. 
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<«Tt is late^" replied Dick, ''and if you would kiadlj 
pennit me " 

''Yoa xAo/Ty" interrupted Mrs. Tredgold, with em* 
phatic condescension, and not perhaps without a wish to 
be beforehand with her husband in the proffer of hospi- 
tality; *' you shall lie in that comer yonder for t04i]g^t; 
but mind that you take off your boots^ or else you'U 
scratch the boards." 

This apprehension lest Dick should employ himself 
like the Cock-lane Ghost, arose from the Curt that the 
floor, the walls, and indeed almost every artide of furni- 
ture in the room, were of the most higUy-polished 
mahogany, wherein Mrs. TYedgold took a great and not 
unreasonable pride. It was evidendy a vast rdief to 
her mind when Dick explained that the licm Tamer of 
Central Africa had already offered him an asylum fior 
that evening, if they would pennit him to accq>t it; 
and idien her husband asked the lad to remain and 
smoke apipe with him before retiring to rest, she ofiered 
no objection, but withdrew gradously into her own 
apartment, like any Lucretia, Griselda, or other obedient 
consOTt of antiquity. 

<< She'll be listening," observed Mr. Tredgold to his 
guest in a muffled voice, ''so you had better not say any- 
thing thaf s very particular, you know. And what about 
Trimming?" added he, aloud; "he was proprietor here 
when I was chief exhibitor; but he made a regular mess 
of the business." 

Dick imparted what he knew concerning Mr. Jones's 
manner of life, as he had already done at the request of 
Tickerocandua. 

"A dever fellow, and yet a fooV remarked Mr. Tred- 
gold, by way of corollary, when he had finidied. "He 
hadageniusy too, after a certain fashion. He netted 



Mr^ and Mrs, J^^dold, 343 

upwards of four hundred pounds in one day by old 
MossyfsLce." 

"A race-horse?" observed Dick, interrogatively. 

" No, Sir, a lion. Many years ago, the elder AVomb- 
well made a great deal of money by getting up a fight 
between dogs and lions, and Trimming resolved to 
do the same. There was a man named Jonathan, who 
had four couple of buU-dogs, which he offered to back 
against anything that could be brought against them, and 
a match was easily arranged between them and Mossyface. 
We dared not advertise, as Wombwell did of old, in the 
papers, but we sent out notices to all the sporting 
nobility and moneyed swells who were in the neighbour- 
hood, and put the tickets up at two guineas a head. The 
match itself was for five hundred pounds, and the betting, 
which was in favour of the dogs, was something tremend- 
ous. The fight lasted three-quarters of an hour, at the 
expiration of which, there being only four dogs able to 
hold on (the rest having been wiped out by the paws of 
Mossyface), Jonathan cried out : " I have lost, but spare 
my buU-dogs." Had the dogs got the better, it was ar- 
ranged beforehand that the exclamation should have 
been : "1 have lost, but spare my lion;" for, indeed, 
both dogs and lion were Trimming's own property, while 
Jonathan was no other than our present animated 
lecturer, Mr. Mopes, who will tell you all about it It 
was a fine conception of Trimming's j but when the 
matter of the double ownership got to be known, it is said 
to have given some dissatisfaction." 

'' He seemed to me to be a high-spirited, good-tempered 
fellow," remarked Dick, apologetically. 

"Very much so," remarked Mr. Tredgold drily; "very 
much so indeed, so long as he was pleased; but when 
otherwise, he was rather the reverse. I give you my 
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word of honour, that he was once upon the point of com- 
mitdng a cold-blooded and atrocious murder upon die 
very person who is now addressing you* Because I re- 
fused to approach within a dangerous proximity of the 
animals in the course of my interestmg lectures, he chose 
to be disappointed and offended : and on one occasion, 
being inflamed with liquor, absolutely shut me up for 
forty minutes in company with the emu. I was in the 
same cage with that formidable bird, Sir, during the 
whole of that period — ^which seemed to me to extend 
over several weeks — while Mr. Trimming and a brutal 
confederate (dismissed, I need not say, within the same 
hour in which the establishment passed into my hands) 
sat cross-legged outside the bars, enjoying the horrors of 
my situation. The emu, you may not be aware, is almost 
as big as an ostrich, and has a particularly sharp beak. 
I have got impressions of it on more than one portion of 
my person at this moment, and shall probably carry them 
to my grave. No, Mr. Trimming's temper was by no 
means always equable. How does he behave," added 
Mr. Tredgold, sinking his voice to a whisper, ^ to the 
young woman ? How does he treat poor Luddora ? " 

" Pretty well," replied Dick, sorrowfully; ''almost al- 
ways very well; but not quite always." 

"Drinks, eh?" interrogated the other. "Ah, poor 
girl, if she had only known what was best for her and 
who could have ^" 

"You are keeping me awake with your chattering," 
exclaimed the shrill-toned voice of Mrs. Tredgold through 
the panel, and her husband shuddered at it like a guilty 
ghost at cockcrow; "it is high time, young man, that 
you took yourself ofl next door. We keep early hours 
here, Sir, night and morning, and Mr. Bairman will be 
glad of your assistanqe between ^ and s^VQiv" 
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"Ten shillings a week, then, and your keep," observed 
!Mr. Tredgold audibly, and as though he were concluding 
some foregoing conversation ; " and lodgings you must of 
course find in future where you can.'' 

The conditions of the bargain thus concluded were not 
very advantageous, nor was the nature of the service he 
had engaged to perform by any means attractive ; but the 
frankness with which he had been treated by his new 
master was refreshing to Dick after the solemn reticence 
of the Daikendim Street government, and the companion- 
ship of Tickerocandua promised to be congenial and in- 
teresting to him in a very high d^ee. 

That redoubtable hunter had fallen into so sound a 
slumber, that all the lad*s efforts to induce him to open 
the door were fruitless ; and he was at last admitted by 
the Earthman in a costume scantier still than that in 
which he was wont to appear in public, and with a bundle 
of flint-headed arrows in his hand, wherewith he unmis- 
takably threatened our hero with instant death, in sfnte of 
many "How-do-you-dos" and "Thank-you-Sirs," de- 
livered with even more than customary enthusiasm. 
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A LODGING WITH A LIONESS. 

|S the fuU colonel of a regiment takes his ease and 
his annual stipend, leaving the conduct of 
afOsurs in the hands of his lieutenant-colonel ; 
or as tiie head of a finn holds himself aloof from the 
woildng members^ and lets his junior partners perform 
the duties of the concern, while he himself leans rather 
towards the pnvileges ; so did the first butcher oi the 
establishment of Tredgold, late Trimming, depute most 
of tiie caies of his office to his newly-appointed assistant. 
One especial duty, however, did Mr. Bairman reserve 
to himself— namely, that of putting his four-footed victims 
to death witii his own hands. Many men have a passion 
for slaughter by means of rifles and fowling-pieces, but 
Mr. Bairman was enamoured of the pole-axe. As long 
as he had health and strength to wield that weapon, ob- 
served he^ in something of a devotional and submissive 
tone, he would continue to do so, as he had done for 
thirty years or so ; if ever he should find himself unequal 
to the task of finishing off any^ animal doomed for 
sacrifice, he was ready, from that moment, to put aside 
his sacrificial garment (blue) and the sacr^ axe ; but in 
the meantime, he would exercise his gift so long as it was 
intrusted to him. It was a strange and not very pleasing 
fancy, but Mr. Bairman was himself a strange and by no 
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means very pleasbg man. His face was as deadly white 
as that of the most aristocratic daughter of fashion, so 
that it seemed as though he had spilled something of his 
own vital fluid with every act of bloodshed, while a 
cataract of sandy-coloured beard depended from it^ 
whereon he was wont to wipe his gory hands — a habit 
which, even under less unpleasant circumstances, is justly 
reprobated in the best drcles. Mr. Bairman was not of 
that social disposition which generally characterised the 
company whereto he had the honour to belong; but if it 
had been otherwise, he would have had little opportunity 
for the display of geniality; they shrank from his society 
and conversation in rather a remarkable manner, con* 
sidering that their own callings were, for the most par^ 
the reverse of delicate, and demanded some strength oi 
nerves. This gentleman was good enough to afford what 
he designated as a splendid spectacle to Dick upon the 
very first morning of his apprenticeship^ in the slaying 
of an aged and decrepit horse. The frict of the poor 
animal's being blind did away with that necessity for fine* 
ness of treatment, upon which the artist particularly prided 
himself; but even as it was, the spectator was so per- 
fiectly satisfied, that nothing could ever induce him to 
behold a repetition oi such a performance. He would 
work with the barrow and the fork in the distribution ol 
food to the wild animals, as in duty bound, but he would 
be witness to no more butcheries. Mr. Ttairman was 
hugely tickled by this determination of his young ally, 
which he declared to have been his own when he first 
todL to the business^ and assured him that within a wedL 
or so he would come to feel quite differently. In the 
meantime^ however, Pick's breakfast was utterly spoiled^ 
and the ardour with which he had regarded his new 
node of life agood deal damped. 
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** Never 3rou mind Am," remaiked Tickerocsmdua, to 
whose ear the lad confided his sentiments respecting his 
immediate chief; ''he's a fine fellow in the shambles 
among tottering animals--^ deuce of a fellow, as the 
saying is, among eggs with a stick — but put him in firont 
of a little bit of a cat like the puma, and I believe, if 
he had awhole sheaf of pole<axes, he would not dare to 
strike a blow to save his life. Why, When I wanted to 
give R^gulus his castor*oil the other day, poor fellow — 
that's the Afiican lion, you know — and asked Bairman to 
lend me a hand, he made asmuch of it as though I had 
been going to administer Aim. The way is, you know, 
we tie his two fi>re»paws together and bring him to the 
fi-ont of the cage ; and then we get his mouth open, and 
put the oil down as easy as though he were a baby ; yet, 
if you believe me, that fellow trembled so that he spilt 
half the bottle. He don't love me^ I know, because I 
called him a fimker; not as I think it any blame to one 
as hasn't pluck to be unable to show it, only then he 
shouldn't go bragging about what he can do^ and laughing 
at other people who aint so fond of bloodletting. 
Nothing would give old Bairman greater pleasure than to 
see me eaten up alive, I know. Now, Mr. Tredgold is 
quite as much afiraid of the beastesses as he is ; but 
then he's as tender-hearted as a chicken about others^ 
tea" 

Thus (Uscoursed Tidcerocandua, perched beside our 
hero on the lofty seat of the lion's caravan, and drivii^ 
four horses in hand, which it was his pleasure father than 
his duty to do; for the hunter was especially excused 
from all the &tigues and duties of travel to which the rest 
of the company, without exception, were liable. Every 
other person was expected to make himself useful on the 
march, whether m running beside the leaders of the teani 



A Lodgifig with a Lumess. 349 

of eight cream-coloured horses, which drew their band 
triumphantly through the towns, or in stoppbg the wheels 
of the giraflfe-waggon as it toiled laboriously up the hills. 
There was no occasion to perform this office to the 
elephant's chariot, insomuch as, like the Irish gentleman 
in the sedan-chair with the bottom out^ that noble animal 
might, but for the look of the thing, have dispensed with 
his vehicle altogether ; since while seeming to be drawn 
he really drew, as the more sagacious observers would 
sometimes discover, by catching sight of his feet under- 
neath among the wheels. 

The procession commonly started on its journeys very 
early, as soon as those creatures were fed whose turn it 
was to feed upon the morning in question, and travelled 
very slowly. When they reached their destination, there 
was the show to be made ready — ^a work of several 
hours — ^so as to be open to the public, if possible, on 
that same evening; and then there were divers wants of 
the beasts to be attended to before bed could be thought 
of for the human. Dick led no very easy life of it in 
Tredgold's late Trimming's establishment, it is certain ; 
and if he had exchanged the China-trade for Lion-feeding, 
with the expectation of finding greater ease and leisure, 
he had made a mistake. Sunday was a day of rest to 
him which he had never before known how to properly 
appreciate, and we may be sure that he would not have 
spent one now, by way of holiday, in the Zoological 
Gardens. Nevertheless, except for the unpleasant 
character of his particular occupation, the young man 
was not dissatisfied with his mode of life, nor did he 
contemplate leaving it unless Mr. Bairman's sinews should 
fail him, and the office of slaughterer devolve upon his 
own unambitious hands. Dick was a favourite among the 
whole company, except with the first Butcher, who was 

R 
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not in the habit of making favourites of anybody ; even 
Bfrs. Tredgold gradually foigot the lad had been once the 
protk^ of so despicable a young person as Luddora, and 
on one occasion of indisposition, even made him a 
motherly present of a couple of family-pills. Mr. Tredgold 
was highly satisfied with him, and would consult him 
upon what was good for this or that of Ae laiger animals, 
if Tickerocandua did not chance to be at hand. From 
the Beast-tamer, indeed, Dick soon learned all that that 
gentleman had to teach, as well as experiencing many 
practical kindnesses at his hands ; among which was this, 
that the whole expense and trouble of procuring lodging 
was saved to him by being permitted to take up his 
permanent quarters in the Lion-hunter*s house on 
wheels. 

On a certain dreadful winter^s night, when the entire 
establishment was snowed up on a Yorkshire moor, and 
both domestic caravans were hospitably shared with the 
whole shivering company, Tickerocandua announced his 
intentionof giving more room to others by making his 
own couch in the apartment of one of die lionesses, who 
had lately presented the proprietary with a couple of 
cubs. *' You may come too, if you like, Arbour,'* said 
he, half in jest and half in earnest; and Dick answered 
on the instant, '^ I will — ^ although he felt some undeni- 
able qualms of teiror as soon as the words had escaped 
his lips. 

*< You take your loaded whip, Robinson, I see, notwith- 
standing that you have not the slightest fear ! ^ sneered 
Mr. Bairman. 

"Tes," returned the Lion-tamer angrily, **but it is 
because I am answerable ibr the life of the lad." 

"Ah, to be sure," returned the other, "the yout^ man 
has not yomr determination of character; that is true." 



A Lotting mik a JUoneis* 351 

**I b^ of you, my good fiiend," observed Dick, 
blushing, *' that you will use no extra precaution on my 
account ; I shall feel quite safe with youy without your 
whip/' 

There was a murmur of approbation among the com- 
pany as Tickerocandua put the weapon aside, with 
^ That's my brave boy, Dick j y(m would not dare to 
come, Butcher, though I took twenty whips." 

This statement being quite incontrovertible, Mr, 
Bairman gave only a ghastly grin by way of reply, and 
the Beast-tamer, turning his back upon him contemptu- 
ously, bade Dick put on his great-coat and bring a 
railway-rug. " The old lady herself will keep me warm 
enough," said he ; " but you must lie in the far-comer, as 
^e may not take kindly to a stranger. You may talk in 
her company as much as you like, but you must not 
sneeze, or make any unusual sound, for her ears are easily 
oflfended." 

The establishment of Tredgold late Trimming, as the 
two friends beheld it on that wintry midnight, presented 
a singular spectacle. A long line of vehicles, as huge as 
were ever seen — built for the accommodation of beast — 
since the Ark itself, cast their gigantic shadows upon the 
waste of snow ; motionless under the cold clear moon 
they stood, like some embodiment of weird romance, dis* 
proportioned, unnatural, and such as might be begotten 
in the dreaming brain through reading Mr. Edgar Foe's 
works, and after partaking of pork-chops for supper. The 
poor horses, released from the shafts as soon as locomo^ 
tion became impossible, and huddled together in a circle 
that had with difficulty been cleared from snow for their 
accommodation, resembled some troop of phantom steeds 
in a spectral circus. The wintry blast that swept the 
moor was laden witli sounds such as it had probably never 
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borne before — the muffled outcries of wild beasts frois 
every quarter of the globe, astonished at the novelty 
of their situation, and wondering why the show was not 
set up as usual, and the public eye riveted upon them 
with its customary admiration. This melancholy scene 
would doubtless have had a greater effect upon Dick, 
just issued from the warm and crowded caravan, had not 
his mind been so engrossed by the gravity of the coming 
adventure. He heitftily repented of that foolhardiness 
which had prompted him to accompany his friend in 
taking up such dangerous quarters, although the fear of 
man was so far stronger than that of beast^ that he 
dared not now for shune shrink back from the under- 
taking. 

'< There is really not the slightest danger," remarked 
Tickerocandua, reading perhaps his thougtts^ <' if you are 
but pretty still Only, in case of acdden^ be guided 
entirely by what I shall tell you.*' 

With these words the beast-tamer undid one of the 
wooden shutters that was fastened immediately over the 
cage-door of the lioness, and without a moment of hesi- 
tation ascended by a little portable ladder into the den* 
Dick's heart beat loud and quick as he followed his 
leader, and almost leaped into his mouth as the animal 
gave a tremendous growl upon his unexpected appear- 
ance. 

" Never mind her growling," remarked Tickerocandua 
coolly; ''when the creeturs growl it's safe enough, but 
when they walk round and round you, friendly-like, and 
show their teeth without any noise, it is better to be upon 
the safe side of the bars. The tiger, indeed, will fawn 
upon you the very moment before he bites your head off 
Poor old gal i" continued he, approaching the majestic 
female, and patting her on the bead, ''your cubs are in 
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perfect safety, I assure you ; they are being kept warm by 
your master's fire, while Mr. Tredgold, who will on no 
account keep company with them, is banished into tlie 
bed-room. There is a young gentleman come to see you, 
but he isn't good to eat, so you need not stretch your 
mouth so wide in that direction. Make yourself comfort- 
able yonder, Dick ; I shall lay my head here, upon my 
lady's hind-quartersy so that if she gets up, I shall be the 
first to know it" 

Whether Dick succeeded in making himself quite com- 
fortable, is more than doubtful ; but he rolled himself 
up submissively enough, and was silent *'I will try," 
said he to himself "»^/ to think of that confounded 
lioness, with all my might ; " but he was quite unable to 
keep her might out of his thoughts for all that He fell 
a wondering whether she would eat the railway-rug first, 
and him afterwards, or swallow the whole bundle as the 
elephant did his oranges, without troubling himself to 
take off the peel ; and entertained a number of other 
ridiculous suppositions, which, however, were not the 
least less fearfiil because they were absurd At last^ not 
being able to bear longer this lying awake with eyes and 
ears at stretch, in silence and in darkness (for the 
shutter had been pulled to as soon as they were within- 
side), he suddenly demanded of Tickerocandua whether 
Aey were likely to have more snow on the morrow 
or not ? 

The beast-tamer burst into a little roar at this, and 
the lioness into a great one; so that it was some time 
before Dick could get an answer to his important ques- 
tion. 

^' I do not know, I am sure, my lad ; but I know this, 
that you were not thinking very much of the weather, 
when you asked about.it" 
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« No," replied Dick frankly, " I was thinking of dial 
infernal animal ; I can't get to sleep, and I shall go ciasy 
unless you talk to me." 

''Poor lad!" exclaimed Tickerocandua pityingly, ''it 
was wrong of me to place you in such a situadon ; I will 
get up and let you out" 

** No," replied Dick firmly, " I will stay here whatever 
comes of i^ and no matter how much I fear." 

" Bravo," returned the beast-tamer ; " that is to have 
far greater courage than not to fear at alL The old lady 
here, however, will never hurt us ; although I own that 
now, when she has just had her cubs taken from her, I 
would not like to have her flying over me, as the others 
do, half-a-dozen times a day." 

'' How is it, by-the-bye, that your &ce is often bleeding 
yfixfXi you come out firom that ? " asked DicL 

'' They all snap at me as diey leave my shoulder/* 
returned Tickerocandua ; '' and sometimes a tooth wiU 
graze the flesh for all that I can da Thatfs nothing cwi- 
pared with the labour of shiftmg diem away, so that they 
should not rest upon me more than momentarily ; if they 
leaped off less slowly, I should sink under their wdg^t^ 
even though their claws did not do for me." 

" But does not the sight or taste of your blood make 
them dangerous?" demanded Dick. ''I have always 
understood that that would set even the best tamed oi 
wild animals beyond control" 

'' That is not so with hutnan blood," replied Tickero* 
candua; ''because with the exception of the Bengal 
dger yonder, our friends do not know how good it is ; 

but if you came in from the slaughter-house Hush. I 

what is that moving about outside the caravan? The 
cdd Lady is getting uneasy. Great Heaven 1" ejaculated 
the beast-tamer as the shutter was suddenly thrown 
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back by an unseen hand, and a stick drawn rapidly 
across the bars of the cage-door, ** somebody wishes to 
murder us 1 " 

A stifled roar burst forth from the lioness, making the 
lad's blood run cold, and the hair to rise upon his head, 
as if under the influence of the electric wheeL He felt 
that roar to be his death-knell ; a prayer passed through 
hh mind, which he had neither time nor power to utter ; 
and before his eyes a glimpse of that dead mother's face, 
which he was perhaps about to see again, and for ever ; 
and then the voice of Tickerocandua smote upon his ear, 
awaking him once more to life and action. It was not 
the beast-tamefs ordinary tone, but the suppressed utter- 
ance of one engaged in some tremendous physical 
struggle who has no breath to lose. '^ Rush to the door \ 
imdo the bol^ lad ; that is the only way that our lives 
can now be saved 1 ^ 

Dick had his fingers on the fastening before Tickero* 
candua had finished his sentence ; as the iron bars swung 
swiftly back, there was a hurtling noise in the air behind 
him; and as he leaped, a flying body came with tre- 
mendous force upon his back, and rolled with him over 
and over out of the cage. 

This was Tickerocandua, who had been sitting upon 
the head of the lioness until ejected from the position in 
that undignified mannen Dick and he would not have 
been safe yet, but that the enraged animal, in her furious 
spring after them, had well-nigh stunned herself by 
coming in contact with the iron-deathed wall of the 
cage. Before she could perceive that the path ol liberty 
lay open to her, the beast-tamer had leaped up and closed 
it, whereupon the creature set up such a roar of baffled 
rage as brought half the company out of their sleeping 
|>lacei^ desfHte the bitterness of the night 
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** Thank Heaven, you are safe !" cried they, when dief 
beheld the two friends standing on the right side of die 
bars ; ** we feared that Dido had devoured yon. What 
on earth have you done to enrage her?* 

Tickerocanduay whose colour had entirely left his cheeks^ 
answered not a word. ** Fetch my iMp^ Dick-— do not 
lose one moment ! " cried he. 

** You surely are not going to venturey" began the lad ; 
but the expression of the beast-tamei's countenance 
became so terrible, that he interrupted himself in the 
middle of his expostulation, and ran for the weapon with* 
out another word. 

The lioness, with open mouth, was thrusting her fore- 
claws through the bars, as though she would have torn 
his heart out, when Tickerocandua re-entered the cage^ 
dosmg the gate behind hiuL She turned round with a 
short snarl, and sprang right at him, while the spectators 
shuddered at the horror which seemed inevitable ; but 
the man lightiy stepped aside^ and bringing the butt-end 
of his weapon down upon her with no great force as it 
seemed, the mighty beast, so instinct with strength and 
fury, lay in a moment motionless upon the floor of the 
den. He waited, with his foot upon her neck, till 
she recovered herself when he beat her with the 
thong severely upon the back and legs; after which 
he stepped out of the cage with great deliberation, 
observing to Dick that he was sony to have had to 
punish the old lady, but that if he had suffered her to 
imagbe herself his conqueror, even for an hour, his life 
would have been sacrificed on the next occasion that he 
entered the den. 

'* There is one, however," added the Beast-tamer, sud* 
denly seizing upon Mr. Bairman, who had been looking 
on with a very chagrined expression of countenance ** to 
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whom both you and I, Dick, owe a debt which I have 
much pleasure in settling." And with that, before any 
one could interpose, he had administered a dozen cuts oi 
the whip across the &ce of the first butcher, whereby 
that malignant disturber of the sleeping lioness and her 
lodgers was marked like the zebra of tiie desert for months 
to oome^ 
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CHAPTER XXVL 

A MAN OP BUSINESS AND PLEASURE. 

|T was a singular proof of the tenacity with idiich 
the human, however fidlen, will still cling to 
the skirts of respectability, that Mr. Richard 
Arbour did not inform his friends, throughout this period, 
of the precise nature of his employment in Mr. IVedgold's 
establishment He was gaining an honest living by pur- 
veying their necessary aliment to God's creatures, and 
yet he was ashamed of it If he had been butcher- 
ing the same for his own pleasure, with the latest descrip- 
tion of fowling-piece, he would have written of his 
occupation not without a glow of personal vanity, but as 
it was he *' sank " the slaughter-house, and I am afraid 
rather led Miss Lucy Mickleham to understand that he 
was permanently engaged, under the indirect patronage 
of royalty (and indeed V.R. always headed Mr. Tred- 
gold's posters) in certain scientific experiments in Natural 
History. Even Sister Maggie was cognizant of no more 
than that the outcast was bread-winning in some 
humble capacity connected with the animal world, and 
that being likely to better himself, he did not care to 
mention more particularly what his occupation was. Mr. 
William Mickleham, while playfully announcing his be- 
lief that the family scapegrace was parading the south 
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of England with a bear and a monkey, and would some 
day present himself at their gate to the sound pf a tarn* 
bourine or hand-organ, wAs quite unaware that in so 
saying he was in reality rather overestimating his young 
friend's social position. Nevertheless, these three held 
many a council concerning the absent lad and his pros- 
pects ; Lucy and Maggie^ because they loved him ; and 
M^lliam, because, as the scaffolding vAereby an attach- 
ment (&st rising to the stoiy of affection) had been built 
up between himself and Maggie, he owed him no little 
gratitude. 

That Kensington cottage was indeed a holiday-house 
to the poor young lady, escaped for a while from the 
grim mansion in Golden Square, and the companionship 
of Adolphus and Maria, who, had they dared, would have 
treated her no better than Cinderella. 

Uncle Ingram, however, did not lose his affection for 
her, and strove, as it seemed, to make amends for the 
future wrong that he contemplated by present indul** 
gence. He took her into his confidence — wfaidi was, 
however, only a sort of mental counting-house, wherein 
he kept his business-speculations — and threw open for 
her all the chambers of his heart ; all, that is, save one-* 
the Bluebeard Chamber, which it was forbidden for 
any to glance at, wherein he nursed his wrath and kept 
it warm against Nephew £>ick. Perhaps the sense of 
justice, which was really strong within the old man, and 
could, now and then, even overcome a prejudice, 1^ 
proadied him with his hardness towards the boy — ^whom 
he always pictured to himself as a boy, impatient of 
control, and obstinate under punishment — and made the 
subject more hatefiil to him than it would else have 
been. At all events Maria could change her uncle's 
mood of doting fondness for her sister at any tim^ to 
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one of anxiety and suspicion, by droppbg a casual wofd 
which should remind him of the intimacy, still un- 
broken, between Maggie and Dick. Mr. Ingram Arboui'a 
memory was waning upon many points but not upon 
this. He forgot some matters which had formerly been 
at least as familiar to him as his prayers ; his judgment 
upon matters c^ business, in former days so uniformly 
dear and decisive, was now apt to vacillate; but he 
always remembered that there was one Dick Arbour 
who had turned out a disgrace to the family, and never 
wavered in his determination to separate it fix>m him, 
and him from it The diligence and activity manifested 
by Adolphus in Daikendim Street^ and the good reports 
of Lawyer Johnnie's assiduity in the country, contrasted 
strongly with the misconduct of their younger brother ; 
he of course looked all the blacker by contrast; and it 
is possible that these whited sepulchres, on their part% 
received an additional coat of purity by the comparison. 
It may have been the absence of that foil, perhaps, 
which prevented Adolphus from appearing so excellent 
a man of business in the eyes of Mr. Mickleham as in 
those of his uncle. To the sagacious managing-clerk, it 
was evident that the steady but successful course pur- 
sued by the head of the firm for so many years was 
little relished by the junior partner; and that though 
cautious and prudent enough by nature the young man 
beheld with impatience the maiiy chances of great gains 
which spring up in the path of every impcvtant com- 
mercial house^ rejected for the comparatively insignifi«. 
cant profits of mere Intimate trading. This was 
e^)ecially apparent since the return of Mr. Adolphus 
Arbour from a late business expedition to Paris, where he 
had picked up and brought back with him certain brittle 
opinions concerning the extension of the china trad^ aa 
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well as a personal friend in one Mr. Frederick Charleco^ 
who abetted him in the same. 

This gentleman, who had laid him under some chance 
obligations at a caf<^ by becoming hb successful inter- 
preter in a squabble with the waiter respecting hb bill, 
was not himself a man of business. On that first occa- 
sion of their acquaintance, and while sipping the Johan- 
nisburg, which he had politely invited Adolphus to share 
with him, he had confessed, with regret, that his means 
having always been sufficient for his moderate wants, he 
had never embarked in any of those streams of enterprise 
which were the boast and life-blood of their common 
country. '^ They interest me, they have a charm and an 
attraction for my intellecti such as it is," observed h^ 
*^ but I have never been practically concerned with them. 
I have made other men's fortunes more than once, by 
suggesting this and that line of conduct, which recom- 
mended itself to my theoretic commercial judgment; it 
was doubtless assisted by that combination of chances 
which enters more or less into every speculation, but my 
friends were as grateful as though I had been their 
guardian angel throughout I have felt, however, little 
ambition to incur the trouble and necessity of making 
money for mjrself. I am an idle dog» you see. I smoke 
-^and if you care for cigars, I think you will like this 
Cabana as well as any you will meet with in Paris. I 
drink, although never to excess, for that would interfere 
with my intellectual pleasures, as well as disoiganise my 
digestion; and I make friendships where I find any 
sensible long-headed fellow like yourself who is also a 
gentleman. My frunily is what would, I believe, be con- 
sidered ' good,' even by the most exclusive ; but through 
a too loi% residence in the everlasting atmosphere of 
Parisian saloons, th^ have become un-English, and too 
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frivolous even for me. We often quarrel — my bniSkj 
arid myself — concerning our Nation of Shopkeepers. 
They accuse me of being a democrat and a sans culottes 
because I affirm that a merchant-prince is as good as a 
prince who is not a merchant They would consider 
you, Sir, if, as your name suggests, you are a connection 
of the great house of Aibour — ^in the light of a—- upon my 
soul they would — of a mere tradesman ! " 

Mr. Adolphus Arbour vbibly blushed, though he replied 
with no little testiness ; ''And why not, Sir? Whyinthe 
w(»*ld not. Sir, I would like to know 1" 

''Exactly," rejoined the exquisite, lighting a fresh 
Cabana ; " you have hit the very gist of the whole que&> 
tion. Why not you should like to know? You don't 
deny it Why should you ? You are proud of it You 
ask if my family are any better for not having their hands 
sullied — ^their very expression only the other day — ^their 
hands sullied by trade for the last three hundred years j 
and I answer you upon the honour of a Charlecot, that 
they are not the better. All that I demand is, that 
commerce and good manners should go hand in hand. I 
should not, I confess (so deep are the prejudices of 
birth), I should not have been thus intimate with y6u» 
Mr. Aibour, had I not perceived that your commercial 
prosperity had been secured without the loss of an 
el^ant refinement — ^i^ in a word, you had Cedlen short xA 
the perfect and polished gentleman." 

The insolent condescension of this address would have 
been mitigated to some persons by the simplicity and 
evident absence of a wish to offend, with which it was 
uttered; it was redeemed in the eyes of Adolphus 
Arbour by the air and tone of the speaker, instinct with 
that easy assurance wluch only belongs to those who aie 
set above the necessity of ingratiating themselves widi 
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their fellow- creatures^ and by the fashionable and even 
splendid attire in which the descendant of the Charlecots 
was clothed. Lounging in this or that unstudied, but 
never ungnu:eful attitude, the stranger looked indeed like 
one who sits above the thunder of this work-a-day world, 
and who only mixes with it from motives of curiosity or 
amusement Mr. Charlecot's expressed admiration of 
men of his companion's class was reciprocated by his 
new acquaintance^ who, like many of his own order, reve- 
renced none so much as those who themselves have 
neither need nor wish to work. A second bottle of 
Johannisbuig was disposed of during a conversation in 
which his new friend astonished him beyond measure 
with his acquaintance with the details of the China trade, 
surpassing even as a matter of special knowledge, but 
perfectly wonderful, since forming only a branch of that 
information which Mr. Frederick Charlecot professed to 
possess concerning all the various channels of British 
industry. 

^' You, Mr. Arbour, have one of those practical minds 
that I respect and admire above everything, and which 
are worth all the learning and knowledge in the world. 
I have unhappily done nothing — ^had nothing to do— save 
reading and thinking ; dreaming perhaps of undertakings 
promising enough indeed, but to which I was in no 
position to give effect ; teasing myself with far-off visions 
of splendid successes, whose reaUty will be one day 
grasped by a less idle hand." At these words, delivered 
very differently from his ordinary unenthusiastic and 
indolent tone, Mr. Charlecot extended visibly a set of 
ladylike fingers glittering with gold and gems. ^'You 
are laughing at me, Arbour ; you think me a fool, I know 
— ^you practical men are such sceptics — ^but, upon my 
honour^ I have such a bent for commerce, that I some- 
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times think there must be a bar-sinister somewhere in* 
terposmg itself between me and the Charlecots. Here, 
waiter, is the money, and half a franc for your own 
pocke^ but not a centime more. Any other member of 
my family would have given the man a whole one, but 
one of my peculiarities, is the most rigorous economy in 
matters cf social expenditure. I enjoy myself, but do 
not pay a farthing more than it is necessary for a gentle- 
man to do : while in my accounts with my tradesmen, I 
am even still more exact and particular. Man of {deasure 
that I unfortunately am, I am in my small way a man of 
business also. Our road, I se^ lies together, Sir, although 
not for very &r, I fear.** 

Mr. Charlecot paused opposite an imposing mansion 
which has the credit of being the most splendidly ap- 
pointed, as also the most expensive, in all Paris. '^ We 
lodge here," said he. ^' Is it possible that it fortunately 
happens that you are staying at the Hotel Gilbert also ? 
Madame and I have rooms above the entresol!* 

''Yes," replied Adolphus hesitatingly, ''I do lodge 
here ; but I am only come for a few days, you see. My 
room is a great deal higher up. Indeed, I thought the 
price of the first floors enormous." 

'' Now, I like that," replied Mr. Charlecot admiringly ; 
''I do like that You merchant-princes, who roll in 
wealth, are so eccentric about your expenditure. The 
Berlin Rothschild assured me himself that he never put 
his foot in a cab except at a Mend's expense. What 
b twenty guineas a week to a man who turns a 
million ?" 

**My dear Sir," interrupted Adolphus with a gratified 
blush, '' we do nothing of that kind, I do assure you. We 
have, it is true, the use of a few thousands ..." 

Mr. Frederick Charlecot leaned up against one of the 
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marble pillars of the entrance-hall, and indulged in what, 
for a person of his distinguished quality, was uproarious 
mirth. " Now I do like that now— that notion of a few 
thousands in connection with Arbour and Nephew ! To 
underrate the gigantic character of your undertakings is 
so characteristic. The use of a few thousands 1 that is 
capital I shall remember that for Tuflfner — ^you know 
Tufiher, the Stock Exchange millionaire, of course you 
do? — that, and yom: room at the top of the house, are 
both excellent" 

" But you know," replied Adolphus, who had begun to 
be not a little ashamed of being thought parsimonious, 
although a few hours previously he had been reproaching 
himself with living at the Hotel Gilbert at all, and won- 
dering what the Head of the Firm would say to the bill 
— '* but you know I am a bachelor; I am not a married 
man like you." 

" A married man ! " replied Mr. Charlecot in an of- 
fended tone ; " why what on earth led you to suppose 
that I was a married man ? Now, really, my dear , 
Arbour, you have no sort of right to be so hard upon a- 
fellow. I am not so young as I have been, I know : not,> 
so lively, brilliant, ratthng a Don Juan as yourself; but, 
oh ladies of Paris, I appeal with confidence to you against 
this accusation 1 Dolj dol look like a married man ? a 
Paterfamilias ? Heavens ! an elderly person who pays 
ready-money for flannel and children's shoes." 

"I beg your pardon," replied Adolphus clumsily; 
** only I thought you said something about Madame." 

Again Mr. Charlecot laughed, but this time like the 

tinkling of any silver belL " Good again, Arbour ; upon 

my life you are very good. That pretence of respectability 

is perfect, and so characteristic. For my part, when in 

France I do as the French do, and in Paris, you know, 

s 
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one mairies without benefit of deigy. Does Madame 
receive ? " asked the speaker of a female domestic on her 
way to the first floor. 

"She does, Sir; I go for chocolate," returned the 
servant 

" For three, then," replied Mr. Charlecot " You will 
take a cup with us. Arbour, in a friendly way, and have a 
chat with Madame ? " 

The apartment in which Mr. Adolphus Arbour found 
himself the next moment, was by far the most splendid 
in which he had ever set foot ; French magnificence had 
outdone itself in the profiision of gilding, the immensity 
of the mirrors, and the gorgeous elegance of the draperies. 
The most beautifiil flowers sent forth their fi:agrant per- 
fumes from cornucopias of crystal and silver, while from 
without, the summer air came softly over banks of 
flowers in the balcony. In the centre of the shaded 
room was a fountain of alabaster, which diffused along 
with its pleasant music a sense of coolness inexpressibly 
refreshing to eyes just released firom the heat and glare 
of a Parisian pavement A piano stood in one comer of 
the saloon, with an open music-book spread out before it, 
while volumes of engravings, splendidly bound, lay on the 
tables along with the most recent of those French and Eng- 
lish newspapers which principally record the transactions 
of commerce. 

A desk stood near the window with drawing mate- 
rials, and a half-finished sketch upon it, and a moderate- 
sized circulating library lay strewed, half on the ottoman 
half on the floor, as though some literary epicure had 
been recently satiating himself, or herself, upon the 
tit-bits of fiction to repletion. The whole aspect of 
the room proclaimed a matter-of-course and every-day 
luxury, which is unusual indeed in hotel drawing-rooms 
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bhabited by English persons, except they be of very 
considerable wealth and position. Even our richer 
fellow-countrymen can rarely bring themselves to look 
upon hotels as their temporary houses, and are com- 
monly, while resident within them, content to debar 
themselves from many of their ordinary comforts, from 
a perhaps somewhat fanciful notion of economy. If 
Uncle Ingram, for instance, had been so imprudent as 
to have taken up his quarters at the Hotel Gilbert — 
which his nephew did more for the sake of giving it as 
his address, and of consorting with fashionable company 
in its coffee-room, than because it suited with his habits 
—he would have certainly dispensed with his ordinary 
luncheons, or have gone out in the broiling sun for a 
biscuit, rather than have summoned one of its magni- 
ficent waiters and taken his midday meal off silver and 
damask. Mr. Adolphus Arbour had an intellect keenly 
alive to these differences of social expenditure, and the 
air of his new friend's gorgeous dwelling-place filled his 
British soul with a reverent and sublime respect If 
Mr. Charlecot's victory over him seems to have been 
somewhat rapidly attained, it must be remembered that 
his movements were masterly, and his masses — consider- 
ing the weak nature of the opponent he had to deal 
with, overwhelming. He also began the contest on 
advantageous ground, and with the sun at his back. 
The being able, when among foreigners, to speak flu- 
ently in their tongue, which your compatriot cannot use, 
is to possess a superiority over him, quite inconceivable 
to one whose sober wishes have never led him to stray 
beyond his native land. The insolence so complained 
of in the manner of Englishmen abroad is, I believe, 
mainly attributable to their almost universal ignorance 
of any other language than their own. They travel more 

S2 
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than other nations do, and with far fewer polyglottic ac- 
complishments. How can they, then, fail to look stolid, 
and sulky, and discontented, when they cannot even ask 
for beer or complain of its absence so as to be under- 
stood; when people with bayonets jabber at them 
civilities which sound to their ears like threats ; and when 
the whole continent of Europe seems to be inhabited by 
an idle and perverse population, who will not take the 
trouble to acquire even the rudiments of the English 
tongue? Then in periods of misgiving and pecuniary 
disputation — ^when we do not even comprehend the value 
of the coins we are disputing about — ^how pleasant is it 
to hear one speaking our mother-tongue in the strange 
land, and proffering the courteous offer of standing 
between us and the native extortioner. Thus it was 
that the butterfly, Mr. Frederick Charlecot, obtained bis 
first hold of the money-spinner, Mr. Adolphus Arbour ; and 
having that hold, he was not the man to let go again. 

Of all the attractive objects with which that drawing- 
room in the Hotel Gilbert gleamed, Madame was the 
crown. Mr. Arbour's limited experience had led him to 
expect, in a lady of such a more than doubtful social 
position, a coarse, however comely exterior, and a man- 
ner familiar and unrefined. Madame, on the contrary, 
could scarcely be called beautiful; but her air and 
manner were elegant and distinguished in a very high 
degree. An aristocratic languor seemed to pervade her 
limbs, and give a pathos to her tones; while her conversa- 
tion had that naturalness which only belongs to the very 
best society, and to people who are not in society at all 
The latest queen of London fashion is said to have been 
seen sucking a chicken-bone, at a semi-royal supper party, 
without the medium of a fork — an undeniably advantage- 
ous method of eating it, but one which you, fair reader, 
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lAo are doubtless £sishionable alsq^ would rather die than 
adopt She was famous, however, for a certain persiflage 
that occasionally culminated to coarseness. Madame, 
too, had a lively fancy, and was sometimes a little rude. 
She did not rise from her couch by the open window 
when the two gentlemen came in, but remained there with 
a book in her hand, sometimes reading it, and sometimes 
joining in the conversation. 

^' I am glad to see you, Sir," said she with a gracious 
smile, as Mr. Arbour was introduced; ''I like to 
see an English face, and to hear the English tongue. Be 
so good as to eschew French while in my company." 

^' I shall have the greatest pleasure in so doing," re- 
turned Adolphus ; ^^ the iasX is, your — ^that is to say, I have 
even now been indebted to Mr. Charlecot for getting me 
out of a difficulty caused by my indifferent knowledge of 
the language." 

^' I dare say you speak it vilely : all Englishmen do." 
As if to show, at the same time, that this was not the 
case with Englishwomen, she rapidly uttered a few French 
words to Mr. Charlecot in what seemed to Mr. Arbour's 
ears the purest Parisian accent — ^but, then, he was not a 
very good judge. 

^' Madame acquaints me that there is a letter of im- 
portance awaiting me; be so kind, Mr. Arbour, as to ex- 
cuse me a mcxnent while I look at it I make no scruple, 
you see, of sacrificing the demands of hospitality itself to 
those of business." 

An open door at the end of the apartment disclosed a 
smaller room with a dining-table ; a massive escritoire, 
contrasting by its plainness with the neighbouring splen- 
dours of a sumptuously appointed sideboard, stood in a 
comer, covered with papers, and before these Mr. 
Charlecot sat himself down. 
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Madame conducted a languid conversation m&L the 
Tisitor^ returning the homage of his eyes with looks of 
courteous forbearance, as though she would say : ''You 
are dull. Sir ; but observe, I do not yawn." But when 
his gaze wandered elsewhere, regardmg him with an 
intensity of expression that by no means conveyed good 
wbhes. 

'^ You dine with the Emperor, I suppose,** said she ; 
" everybody does dine with him." 

Mr. Adolphus Arbour was obliged to confess that, 

if that were indeed the case, he was but a no- 
body. 

'* Well, then, at the Embassy, at all events ; it is there 
you have met Mr. Charlecot, I suppose." 

Mr. Arbour replied that he had not met Mr. Charlecot 
there, but in a tone whereby he wished to imply that that 
was singular too, considering the frequency of his own 
invitations to the house of her Majesty's representative in 
Paris. 

"You must have seen De Crespigny often there — ^the 
man whom the government have taken up so strangely in 
order to appease the Republicans. They say that there 
has been some sort of compromise effected, but that it 
will not last" 

Mr. Adolphus Arbour had not had the happiness of 
meeting the Count de Crespigny, although he had often 
heard of him. 

"That is singular, too : he spoke of you as if he knew 
you well Did jou not assist him once in some dangerous 
affair in London; but no, it must have been a younger 
man. Have you a Brother Richard ? " 

Adolphus felt himself growing scarlet under the eyes 
that were now fixed steadily enough, although with 
apparent indifference, upon him. 
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^ It is a mistake, Madame; we have no Broker 
Richard" 7 

'' Indeed 1 then I mismiderstood the count," returned 
the lady carelessly. ''Have you not finished, Frederick, 
with those horrid papers yet ? — ^you are always at busi- 
ness." 

'' I have finished, Madame," returned Charlecot, com- 
ing forward; ''and the business has been a pleasure. 
Here is one of Tuffiiefs fimny letters again. Whenever 
I put him up to a good thing, Mr. Arbour — and he 
declares that my judgment is worth more than that of 
all the Bouise togedier — he always insists upon send- 
ing me what he calls 'mental brokerage,' payment for 
my raw material of advice. Here is his note for five 
thousand fiancs, you see ; one per cent, I suppose,, or so 
upon his gains on the whole transaction. A ridiculous 
bagatelle, of course, in the eyes of a man like you, but 
in my case very acceptable to defiray any little extrava- 
gances. Do not take another cup of chocolate, but, if 
you have no better engagement, stay and sup with us in 
a fiiendly way. We have a marchand dupi for supper to- 
night, have we not, Madame ? " 

^ I rather think we have^" replied the lady. 




CHAPTER XXVIL 

INTRIGUES AT THS COTTAGE» 

|H£ acquaintance begun in the Hotel Gilbert be- 
tween Mr. Charlecot and Adolphus soon 
ripened into intimacy ; and in less than three 
weeks from that date, the former had crossed the Channel, 
and was staying at Rose Cottage with the Arbours as a 
recognised friend of the family. 

It may well be wondered at that Uncle Ingram should 
take to his fashionable guest so readily as did his nephew ; 
but nevertheless, within a day or two of Mr. Charlecot's 
arrival, that gentleman was almost as great a favourite 
with the head of the £irm as with the junior partner. 
His manners, indeed, were a good deal toned down, and 
had no longer anything of the roui about them. Madame, 
with a dotation of ten thousand francs, had bidden him 
adieu for ever, and consented to remain in Paris, where 
lovers are not scarce. There was a sobriety in his voice 
and manner, when conversing upon commercial matters, 
which| contrasting with his habitual liveliness, gave in- 
creased weight and importance to what were in reality 
attractive and specious plans. The profuseness of his 
personal expenditure by no means detracted from his trust- 
worthiness as a prudent adviser in the old merchant's 
eyes, who set it down to the habit of one who had always 
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enjoyed a superfluity of wealth, and in secret perhaps 
admired it accordingly. 

Mr. John Arbour, who, like the astute Adolphus, had 
a relish for expensive amusements, combined with a dis- 
inclination to enjoy them at his own charges, esteemed 
the companionship of his new friend beyond everything, 
and left his own legal web-spinning to accompany him to 
London and elsewhere, whenever opportunity offered. 

Above all, Miss Maria, whose personal charms were 
by no means enhanced by the revolving years, and who 
had begun to speak of matrimony as an indelicate insti- 
tution, unadapted for persons of serious dispositions, set 
her cap, or rather put aside the cap which she had almost 
resolved to adopt, and set her slender tresses to entangle 
Mr. Frederick Charlecot It was surprising how large- 
hearted and charitable she became in her judgment of 
moral delinquencies, when manifested in the person of 
the Beloved Object It was scarcely to be denied that 
Mr. Frederick Charlecot was a worldly minded gentleman, 
with no particular " views " with regard to the wearing of 
the surplice, and other nice ecclesiastical questions. That 
tongue, so eloquent upon the commercial advantages that 
would flow from the introduction of highly ornamented 
earthenware spittoons among the Hottentots, was dumb 
upon any more decidedly religious missionary effort To 
offer him an improving tract was only to facilitate his 
vicious habit of smoking by supplying him with a spill ; 
while to take him to chapel was but to administer a 
soothing theological opiate, for no matter how *' awaken- 
ing " the sermon, Mr. Frederick Charlecot never failed to 
sleep through it all The task of conversion which Miss 
Maria set herself, however, was not altogether without its 
fruits; she combined (as is not uncommon with tliat 
peculiar class of theologians to which she belonged) 
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spiritual endeavours with temporal — she preached to him 
and made love to him simultaneously — and one half (tf 
her labours at least was crowned with success. She used 
to take him out gudgeon-fishing in the punt — the same 
which had borne Dick, and Maggie^ and his mother, up 
the river on the last day they spent together — ^and, 
anchored within view of the cottage, for propriety's sake, 
she would ply him alternately with sentiment and im- 
proving talk. 

^ I was more than pained, Mr. Charlecot, yesterday — 
I was terrified — ^to see you asleep while Mr. Stirren 
Warmleigh was expounding." 

*' I had a heavenly vision, Miss Maria, nevertheless," 
would reply the Incorrigible, " for I was dreaming of you." 

<' Now, Mr. Frederick, if you go on in that light way, I 
shall leave the punt" 

<< I think that would be dangerous, my dear young 
lady; the tide runs deep and strong; not but that you 
would fall a cheerful martyr to the maintenance of any 
good principle, I am well convinced." 

^^ You think too highly of me, dear Mr. Charlecot I 
do humbly hope, however, that if a time of Popery and 
posecution should again arise, and the rack and the 
stake, and — ^and ^" 

''And the chop," suggested Mr. Charlecot gravely. 
'^ My dear Miss Maria, how dreadful an image does that 
present to me: the keen and cruel axe; those raven 
tresses ; that snowy neck ; that palpitating ^" 

" Mr. Charlecot, I am astonished at you 1 " 

''Pardon, fair lady, pardon; my imagination was in- 
deed leading me too far." 

" Ah, how I wish you would be less volatile, Freder 

Mr. Charlecot, I mean. You seem to fly firom the 

contemplation of all serious subjects." 
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"Do I seem, then, impatient of your society?" de- 
manded the unabashed Frederick slily. 

" You are very wicked. Sir ; and yet, somehow, I can- 
not reprove you as I would another. What is it, I 
wonder, that disarms my righteous indignation ? What 
mysterious afhnity can exist between us — children of 
two different worlds, as it were — that draws us thus to- 
gether?" 

" That* s abite," observed Mr. Charlecot interjectionally, 

"A what. Sir ?" exclaimed the nymph, in a tone some- 
what sharper and shriller than the observation seemed 
to warrant 

" A gudgeon, my dear young lady — a gudgeon : did 
you not see your float bob? You are looking in the 
water at your own reflection, instead of attending to 
your line, and indeed I can hardly blame you. If I had 
not the original by my side to look at, I should be 
content to gaze for ever upon its pictorial representation 
myself." 

" Be quiet, Freder Mr. FredericL Take your arm 

away immediately; I insist upon it They can see us 
from the cottage." 

" Let us pitch the boat upon the other side of the 
island, then." 

"We will do nothing of the kind. Sir; and, besides, 
there are always barges there. Why is Margaret sitting 
at that open window, I should like to know, staring out 
at us in that fashion ? I think I had rather be put on 
shore." 

" Perhaps she wishes to be here instead of you," re- 
plied Mr. Charlecot, smoothing his moustaches. 

"You are a vain and naughty man," returned Miss 
Maria, reddening ; " and I am sure that the child wishes 
nothing of the sort" 
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This was a most accurate assertion ; for Maigaret was 
the only one of the Arbour household upon whom the 
late arrival had totally failed to make a favourable im- 
pression. 

*^ Your uncle seems to be exceedingly fond of your 
sister/' remarked Mr. Charlecot carelessly. 

''He is getting very old,** replied Maria spitefully; 
''and when one is veiy old, one dotes." 

" Exactly so ; and yet the law seems to take but little 
cognizance of the fact How often we see old persons 
willing away their entire property to one individual in no 
way more worthy than the remainder of their relatives, 
who are left, in consequence, quite insufficiently provided 
for." 

"That, however, will not happen in Maigarefs case,** 
returned her sister; "she has — ^in consequence of cer- 
tain circumstances — ^been excluded from all future share 
in my uncle's property." 

" Poor girl !" remarked Mr. Frederick Charlecot, with 
as much astonishment and sympathy as a man could 
assume who was quite aware of the fact beforehand, and 
did not regret it " And yet it is in just such a case as 
hers that one often finds the excommunicated person 
left a millionaire after alL The old gentleman repents 
at the last moment — thinks he'll ' hedge ' as regards the 
other world — forgives everybody, and leaves the object 
of his greatest indignation eveiy farthing he has in the 
world." 

At this appalling picture of death-bed penitence, 
Miss Maria's countenance fell from resignation to the 
calamities of others down to despair on one's own 
account' 

" Good Heavens 1 Mr. Charlecot, you alarm me more 
than I can say ; not indeed with regard to the disposition 
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of ttiy good uncle's property, when it shall please 
Providence to remove him from this sublunary scene, 
for riches are but vanity and a snare, and it is better fer 
to be without them ; but lest ingratitude and disobedience 
should come to be rewarded instead of punished. If 
such a change should threaten the interests of morality 
what course would you advise ?" 

" A Deed of Gift, my dear young lady. Excuse my 
conciseness as a business man, when the moral circum- 
stances of the case seem to demand dilation ; but if I 
were your Brother Adolphus I should put a limit to this 
doting fondness of your uncle while there is yet time. I 
should address him something in these terms : ' You are 
a most charming relative, and I have the highest con- 
fidence in your judgment and good sense ; but you are 
too tender-hearted ; that is your one weak point, my be- 
loved uncle, and a very amiable weakness it is. You 
have announced your determination to leave your posses- 
sions to those who have shown themselves docile and 
obedient to your wishes, and they naturally look forward 
to it — ^not as money indeed, but as a better thing— as a 
mark of the esteem and regard from him who was so 
dear to them while in life. Now, they cannot conceal 
from themselves that that determination is wavering. 
You say it is not, my dear uncle : very good ; you think 
it is not, because you are unaware of the excessive amia- 
bility of your own nature. It is in your power, however, 
to prove whether you or they are right — to show the 
world that your judgment and moral sense are as keen as 
ever — ^by the execution of a Deed of Gift By this 
means you can put it out of your own power ever to be 
cajoled by designing persons.' " 

" But to whom is my uncle to make over the money ? " 
inquired Maria, with an anxiety smgular enough in one 
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with whom the recipient could be only an object of pity 
as exposed to increased temptations. 

"To Adolphus and yourself, for instance! or, if 
necessary, it may include your Brother John. But as 
your uncle will thus confide to your hands the entire 
management of his own property by the deed in question, 
he may well trust you to do all that is right and generous 
to others." 

" I think it would be better not to tell John anything 
about it," observed Maria decisively; "it would only 
unsettle his mind, and prevent him attending to his pro- 
fession." 

" My dear Miss Maria, I reverence you more than 
ever ; you are, I perceive, a woman of business as weU 
as of piety." 

'^ I am afraid not, Mr. Charlecot ; it is not my wish, as 
it is not my gift, to meddle with such matters. I am 
of an unsuspicious disposition, and am of opinion that 
the direction of all money matters should be intrusted to 
brothers, husbands, and the like. I know nothing but 
the affairs of the house. I became a housekeeper at a 
very early age, and flatter myself I understand my duties 
in that way as well as any person." 

" There's another nibble, Miss Maria ; X saw it dis- 
tinctly ; he very nearly took the float under water. Throw 
in some more ground bait, and I think you will be al- 
most certain to catch him the third time." 

These were the sort of conversations which took place 
often enough between Mr. Frederick Charlecot and his 
lover, but which we would not recommend as the basis of a 
serious flirtation for other young persons. He was well 
aware that the lady would become his wife for the asking, 
but he was by no means prepared to take her " for richer, 
for poorer," but only " for richer." If her inheritance 
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fiom her uncle could be secured in the manner suggested, 
the blood of the Charlecots might possibly consent to an 
alliance with trade; but in any other case he felt the 
sacrifice to be a little too "alarming." In the mean- 
time, Mr. Frederick Charlecot found it difficult to sup- 
press his sense of humour — by no means the proper 
element to be suffered to appear in a love passage, and 
pregnant with danger even to the most promising of suits. 
It is not pleasant to have one's sentiment made fun of 
under any circumstances, and least of all when one is an 
elderly lady taking aim with one's last arrow at the heart 
of a male. 

We would not wrong Mr. Frederick Charlecofs reputar 
tion as a man of taste by letting it be supposed that he 
chose Miss Maria in preference to her Sister Margaret ; 
or that conversations such as that which has been de- 
scribed were carried on with the former while any chance 
of securing the latter, upon equally favourable terms, 
remained. The probability of Mr. Ingram Arbour's 
altering his determination in favour of the younger niece 
had struck him long before he confided his suspicions to 
Maria, and had moved him in the first instance to try 
his fortune with her more comely sister. On the first 
opportunity of his finding himself alone with her, which 
did not happen very early during his stay at Rose Cot 
tage, he took occasion to express with respect and deli- 
cacy his sorrow for the dissensions among that family 
by whom he had been so hospitably welcomed* " Do 
not imagine. Madam," added he, " that my intimacy with 
your Brother Adolphus misleads me as to who is to be 
blamed for this." 

"I am not aware, Sir," responded Margaret with 
quiet dignity, "that the intimacy you speak of is 
either so deep or so long-founded as to justify such an 
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interest as you speak of, and least of all as regards my- 
self." 

*' If my behaviour, Madam, has led you to imagine 
that my sympathies are enlisted upon any side save your 
own, it has only played the part which I have set it to 
do. I thought I should place it more in my power to 
benefit you by such a course, than if I had manifested 
the deep regret which I feel at the cold and cruel con- 
duct of those who should have known how to estimate 
you better." 

" I thank you, Sir," returned Maigaret : " my position 
at home must indeed be pitiable, since a stranger can 
thus be moved to address himself to me upon such a 
subject" 

''That I am a stranger, dear Madam, is a misfortune 
which time will remove ; that I am a genuine and dis- 
interested friend, I hope soon to be able to show." 

"I am not altogether friendless. Sir," replied she, 
however it may appear ; and the few friends whom I 
possess are sufficient for me." 

*^It is not well, Madam, to reject friendship, even 
though it may be tendered by so humble an individual 
as myself." 

At these words, contrasting so strongly with the self- 
assured and confident manner of the speaker, Maigaret 
could not repress a smile. 

" You smile, my dear young lady, which is rare with 
you — a misfortune to be regretted by all : a day may 
come, however, which perhaps is not even now a great 
way off, when your whole life will be a smile. I see 
already signs of repentance in one who has done you 
wrong, and who has power to redress that wrong tenfold 
If I read the heart of man aright — ^an accomplishment in 
which I am thought to have some skill — ^your Uncle 
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Ingram only waits for some excuse to take you once more 
into his loving favour." 

<' I am not aware, Sir, that my Uncle Ingram has shown 
himself in your presence as at all wanting in tenderness 
and affection." 

"Not at all," responded Mr. Charlecot eagerly; *'and 
I augur from that fact the best results. I refer rather to 
the unkindness which he proposes to conunit after death i 
to the unjust and unjustifiable ^" 

" Sir," interrupted Margaret firmly, " your knowledge 
of the heart of man may be accurate and subtle enough ; 
but with respect to the feelings of woman, or at least so 
far as mine are concerned, you show yourself fallible. 
The habitual want of cheerfulness which you attribute to 
me is caused in no way by the knowledge that my uncle 
proposes finally to dispose of his property as he thinks 
fit" 

"I envy you, my good young lady." returned Mr. 
Charlecot bluntly, "that superiority of mind which sets 
you above the attractions of mere wealth. In my expe- 
rience as a man of pleasure, I have seldom seen its 
parallel, and as a man of business, never ; the contem- 
plation of it is charming, and cannot but be elevating to 
the moral sense. But with regard to this matter of your 
uncle's will, is there not another's interest involved, an- 
other's prospects sacrificed ? Forgive me, if I have been 
misinformed." 

" Go on. Sir, if you have anything to suggest, I pray,** 
replied Margaret : " if you have really any further and 
better end in view than that of wounding my feelings, 
pray hasten to it" 

" I was about to say, my dear young lady, that with 
respect to that other person, something, perhaps^ through 
proper management, might yet be done." 
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''Coold yoa indeed do anjrthing for my poor Brother 
Dick?** cried Maggie aiudoosly, her face soffiised with 
A sudden glow of expectation, and the coldness of her 
manner changed at once to passionate appeal '' Oh, if 
yoa could, Sir, you would indeed prove yourself to be 
my friend" 

The bold eyes of Mr. Frederick Charlecot glowed widi 
undisguised admiration as he replied, *^ I can, my dear 
Miss Arbour, and I will A word or two from me to 
your unde at the proper time will, I pledge my reputa- 
tion, bring forth not a little fruit Nor do I despair 
of putting both yovL and your Brother Richard into a 
position from which you may pay back scorn for scom, 
and insult for insult, on those " 

''You are again strangely mistaken, Mr. Charlecot," 
interrupted Maggie hastily, ''in the character of the per- 
son you address. All that 1 ask is, that the harshness 
dealt out to my unfortunate and misrepresented brother 
may be mitigated, and perhaps some amends be made to 
him." 

"They shall, they shall, my dear Miss Margaret," cried 
the other eagerly. 

" But the payment, Sir — the price of your assistance ? 
I have unhappUy nothing to oflfer you in return." 

"This little hand," exclaimed Mr. Charlecot passion- 
ately, snatching her gloved fingers — ^for she was dressed 
for gardening — and pressing them with ardour to his lips. 

So instantaneously did Maggie withdraw the outraged 
member, that the enamoured swain was left to bestow his 
caresses upon the well-shaped but tenantless gauntlet she 
used for protection against thorns. 

"You are impertinent, Sir," cried she with flashing 
eyes. " How dare you offer me this insult? Is it the 
act of a gentleman— nay, of a man— to take advantage of 
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one in my position, without natural protector, although 

^^ She stopped suddenly, and her colour rose even 

higher than before, as the thought of one nearer and 
dearer than brother flashed across her, whose arm, had it 
been by, would not have hung idly down during the last 
few minutes. 

Mr. Charlecot, at least for this once, read her mind 
aright ^'I am anticipated, as it seems," said he; ''nor 
do I wonder that such excellence should have attracted 
another before me. But still, let me conjure you, if 
your affections are not yet wholly bestowed, to give me 
hope — to give me time rather to prove myself worthy of 
a hope " 

She waved him off as he approached her with a 
gesture that almost suggested loathing. 

"As you please. Madam," continued he, in an altered 
tone. " I offered you my friendship, and you rejected it ; 
I offer you my love, and you disdain it A time will 
come, perhaps, when you will regret both refusals." 

She answered him not a word ; but if Indignation and 
Scorn had had any Medusean power in them, her coun« 
tenance would have changed him into Trap, or other 
inferior description of stone, upon the spot 

"A charming attitude," continued Mr. Charlecot in- 
solently; "but the statuesque is not my taste. Marble 
as you fancy yourself, it may be that I possess a weapon 
which shall yet find your heart out" 

"If you do, Sir, I do not doubt that you will use it 
without scruple." 

" But not upon you^ Madam,'* returned he with bitter- 
ness; "you do me wrong, if you deem me so unknightly." 

"Upon another, then!" she answered vehemently. 

" ifou will strike at me through my affection for my 

brother. Oh wretched man, who, by your very language, 

xa 
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tell me that you behold the depth of your own A&gor 
dation, from what have you fallen that you should play 
so base a part ? Know that not even for his sake, whose 
misfortunes you threaten to aggravate, and who is to me 
the dearest " 

"Save one," interrupted Mr. Charlecot mockingly; 
" and that one has a father, has he not ? an old man, 
wedded to some foolish trade; indebted to it perhaps 
for bis daily bread — ^for his daily happiness certainly. 
Would you not weep, if this delight, if this subsistence 
were withdrawn from him ? Beware lest it should be sa 
He dogs the wheels of commerce with his prudent slug* 
gishness, and they would run the better if freed from 
such a drag.'' 

Eveiy word the man spoke was dropped upon his 
listener's ear like vitriol on a wound ; and he watched 
her writhe beneath the torture mercilessly. 

" You are not a man," cried she ; " you are not even % 
coward ; you are a fiend." 

" You compliment me, Madam," returned he ; ^' I am 
merely one whom the world has agreed to ill-use, and who 
repays the world after his own humble fashion." 

"To ill-use?" cried Margaret indignantly. "Nay, 
rather one on whom all good usage is thrown away; 
whom no prosperity iriakes thankful, and no increase 
content ; one who seems bom to flout at Providence by 
putting its lavish gifts to evil ends. You to complain of 
the world's usage— j^^i^/ I know far better men worse 
used, worse spoken o£ I know of one, your superior in 
all qualities that become a man, who, lacking your 
money, manners, powers of persuasion — shall I say, 
rather, your double-dealing craft, your seemmg know- 
ledge (ha! you blush at that; that touches you), who 
wanting that lacquer of '' position" then, that pretence 
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of soundness, has sunk to low estate with few to pity 
him." 

" Vou allude to Mr. Richard Arbour, I presume, at 
present the second butcher in a travelling menagerie of 
wild animals. The post may have its scientific advan- 
tages, but it is certainly not socially high." 

" Second butcher I " repeated Margaret to herselfl " I 
wonder whether this man is lying or no." 

*' I have no prejudices myself," continued Mr. Charle- 
cot calmly; ^<but other business men, such as your 
respected unde, for instance, would be excessively dis- 
turbed at the notion of having a second butcher in their 
family." Then, after a pause, he added : ''So we are to 
be enemies. Miss Margaret, are we? that is setded ? " 

'' I am not your fiiend. Sir ; I would not take your 
hand in mine for worlds." 

" Very good," replied Mr. Charlecot coolly. " I see 
your charming sister coming this way, who, I flatter my- 
self, will scarcely share your prejudices in that respect 
Are you for an hour's gudgeon-fishing. Miss Maria?" 

Mr. Frederick Charlecot had thus declared open war 
with Margaret before courting the alliance of her sister, 
and he was not long before he put his hostile intentions 
into action. He showed himself to possess at least that 
modicum of virtue which is implied in the expression 
'' being as good as one's word." He insinuated with the 
utmost subdety into Mr. Ingram Arbour's failing mind 
the danger that he lay in of stultifying his own deter- 
mination, by rescinding that sentence of excommunica- 
tion passed against the Scapegrace of the family and his 
abettor. Every kind word which the old man addressed 
to his younger niece was carefully treasured up by the 
three conspirators, and used as a weapon against her. 
Every generous action was pointed to as a probable foie- 
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raxmer of that great gift which should make amaids tc 
the disobedient pair for alL When these things £uled 
to effect their final purpose in causing the old merchant 
to put the disposal of his property out of his own power^ 
it was hinted that his Nephew Richard, disinherited 
though he was, was calculating upon his onde's decease^ 
and actually borrowing money upon those escpectations, 
ndiich he had been so solemnly warned did not exist ; 
while finally, Mr. Arbour was informed — thanks to Mr 
Charlecot, who had by some means possessed himself of 
that secret — ^what post that young gentleman was occu- 
pying in Mr. Tredgold's establishment to enjoy which 
he had quitted that eminently respectable one provided 
for him in Darkendim Street 

All the importunities of his two designing kinsfolk, 
aided by their skilful ally, could not, however, prevail 
upon the merchant to sign any Deed of Gift. He had, 
he said, the highest confidence in the rectitude of 
Adolphus, the greatest reliance upon the dutifiil affection 
of Maria, the warmest admiration for the judgment of 
his young Mend Mr. Frederick Charlecot, but to take off 
his clothes before he retired finally to rest, still seemed 
to him an unnecessary proceeding. ^ Who," he inquired 
querulously, ^'had so much as heard of so anticipatory a 
measure before ? Had they themselves ? Had anybody? 
Where was their precedent for such a suicidal and un- 
necessary act?" 

^'King Lear," whispered Mr. Charlecot to Maria 
sardonically; and, in her great desire to convince, the 
young lady was within a hairsbreadth of quoting that 
royal example* 

The Deed of Gift, then, was never executed ; but as if 
to compensate for his obstinacy in that respect, Mr. 
Ingram Arbour lent himself more and more to the com* 
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mercial schemes of Adolphus and his speculative adviser, 
and allowed them entirely to overrule the more temperate 
suggestions of Mr. Mickleham. So craftily, indeed, did 
they sow the seeds of disagreement between the head of 
the firm and that gentleman, that the latter veiy soon 
forbore to give expression to any remonstrances at all. 
The trusty Master to whom the Captain had formerly 
been wont to appeal on all grave occasions, had now to 
sit sorrowful and idly in his cabin, while the good ship 
was being piloted by inexperienced and reckless hands. 
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CHAPTER XXVIIL 




THE PITCHER IS BROKEN AT LAST. 

|FT£R the night with the lioness, and the punish* 
ment of Mr. Bairman for his somewhat mur- 
derous practical joke, matters went on in the 
travelling menagerie as usual until the summer days 
came round again, when an honour was conferred upon 
it about equivalent to that of Knight Companion of the 
Bath with Mr. and Mrs. Tredgold, and C.B.s with the 
rest of the company. The whole establishment bemg in 
the neighbourhood of Windsor, and the drawing-rooms, 
pink, white, and blue, at the castle being, I suppose, 
voted dull in those July evenings, it was commanded to 
exhibit itself before majesty in one of the courtyards. 

Such a green ribbon had never before been conferred 
upon any but a Wombwell or an Edwards (although Mr. 
Tredgold had often hinted, both vocally and in his bills, 
to the contrary), and the excitement was proportionally 
tremendous. Mr. Mopes, who was not to be permitted 
to enliven the royal mind by his usual dissertation upon 
natural history, alone was discontented, and entertained 
no expectation of knighthood. Everybody else hoped 
that some comparatively harmless animal would make its 
escape, so that he might distinguish himself by interposing 
between royalty and certain destruction. Extra pains, 
however, were taken to prevent the possibility of any 
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such incident ; every bar and board were examined nar- 
rowly, four-and-twenty hours before the great event came 
off. The Lion-tamer of Central Africa was literally in the 
highest featlier, and had been presented by his proprietor 
with a new leopard-skin — ^his old one being considerably 
dimmed as to its spots, if it could not be said to have 
changed them. It was rightly concluded that upon him 
would mainly depend the success of the exhibition, as 
well as the fame of its proprietor. His own reputation 
as a zoological monarch was now to be established in 
the presence of a queen of an empire upon which the 
sun never sets, and wherein every variety of wild animal 
is to be found. In future, ''As performed before the 
Queen, the Archbishops of Canterbury and York," and 
as many other grandees as should chance to be present, 
or whose names, if absent, might be good for a bill, 
would be appended to the public advertisements of his 
performance. The occasion, in short, was "supreme," 
and Tickerocandua felt it to be so. He was determined 
to outdo himself as a tigress-compeller. The blood- 
thirsty Bengal we have already spoken of was a beast of 
few accomplishments, and did not exhibit those she 
possessed with any great willingness. It was Tickero- 
candua's intention, for this great Once at least, to induce 
the animal to enact a part in a dramatic representation 
with her cage-companion, the lion. The piece was simple 
enough in plot, but abounded in '' situations ^ and hoops. 
The rehearsals were numerous, and succeeded one an- 
other very quickly by reason of the little time that was 
left for preparation. On the evening before that of the 
grand castle performance, there had been no less than 
three rehearsals, and the tigress was even yet imperfect 
in her cues. Her magnificent companion roared and 
bounded to admiration whenever the action of the drama 
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demanded those exertions, and finally represented nun- 
pant his portion of the royal arms for the concluding 
tableau; but the Bengal was all tail and teeth, and 
stuck in the hoops. 

^^Tredgold has promised me a tenner/' observed 
Tickerocandua confidentially to Dick, ''for every new 
trick that the beasts will do to-morrow; and if all goes 
well, he will raise my salary to two hundred. And now 
here's that 'ere pig-headed Semiramis a-jibbmg at her 
jumps, with only time for one more teaching of her." 

"There is not even time for that, I fear," returned 
Dick. '' I have been putting out the meat already in the 
baiTows, and it will never do to put it bade again, now 
that they have once caught sight of it" 

'' I can't help that," returned the beast-tamer doggedly, 
" I must give Semiramis her last lesson before I go to bed 
to-night" 

"Surely not with the food before her eyes," expos- 
tulated Dick : " you have often told me yourself how 
dangerous it is to meddle with the beasts at such a time. 
With the temper, too, which that brute has, it would be 
madness." 

It was a rule in Mr. Tredgold's establishment that no 
man should interfere with the beasts while they were 
feeding, or even while their food was within sight of 
them; the attention of wild animals, like that of some 
tame ones, being apt to be concentrated upon their 
dinners, any attempt to divert them firom which is 
extremely perilous. 

" Her ladyship must whisk her tail a litde more fiercely 
before she fiightens me out of two hundred a year," re- 
sponded Tickerocandua. "It's only her obstinacy, I 
know, for she is as sharp as Ajax if she chooses." 

The beast-tamer was not referring to the sharpness of 
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the Grecian hero characterised by the poet as acerrimusy 
but to the sagacity of her ladyship's companion of that 
name, the lion. 

"There is none so deaf as those who won't hear," re- 
plied Dick didactically. " You may drive a tiger to water, 
but you can't make him turn summersaults." 

"Birds as can't sing, and won't sing," retorted the 
beast-tamer grimly, " must be made to sing." 

Apt and illustrative of the case in point as this 
counter-proverb might be, it was, however, a perilous 
determination of spirit that took the beast-tamer back 
to his grim pupils, tired and sick as ever human actors 
were of their reiterated rehearsals, and hungry for the 
suppers which they gazed upon through their bars. 
Dick heard the clink of a bottle as he left the caravan 
of his friend, whereby he guessed that Tickerocandua 
was refreshing himself ere going about his wearisome 
task — a thing which, frequent as it was with him after a 
performance, he had never yet known him to do before 
entering a den. It was impossible, of course, to give 
out the meat at the usual hour, and Mr. Richard Arbour 
employed himself^ in the meantime, in another duty — 
that of looking to the ventilators of the cages. These 
were placed above the caravans, like the lamp-holes in 
first-dass railway carriages, and through them the occu- 
pants of the dens might be reconnoitred in safety, as 
from that point of vantage at which Darius the king 
is represented in the peep-shows looking anxiously 
down upon the den of lions to which Daniel has been 
committed on the previous evening. Dick presently 
came to that particular ventilator which opened upon 
Semiramis and Ajax, whom the beast-tamer was by that 
time " coaching " for their dramatic representation. The 
lion was performing his part with an unwilling obedience^ 
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putting in an occasional inarticulate protest in the form 
of a protracted roar. The tigress was smiling and nobe- 
less, walking round and round Tickerocandua, and 
making an unreserved exhibition of her tremendous teeth, 
but by no- means identifying herself so much as could 
be wished with her part in the drama. Intensely wrapped 
up in the prospect of the cold meat that offered itself to 
her within the exhibition — ^whichi it being long past the 
closing hour, was entirely destitute of spectators — she 
would ever and anon put her nose to the bars, and in- 
hale its grateful perfume! ''Man, man!" roared she 
with a frightful impatience^ and then, returning to her 
tutor, would sniff and sneer around him^ as though she 
would observe, that there was as good meat within bars, 
after all, as lay outside of them. 

« My good friend," cried Dick, speaking through the 
aperture, ''do pray come away for to-night, and leave 
Semiramis to her supper. To-morrow morning she may 
be tractable enough, but to-night ^ 

" She's got the taste of my predecessor in her mouth, 
eh," inteiTupted Tickerocandua grimly ! " She may or 
she mayn't for all I care, but she shall go through the 
double-hoop, at all events, as sure as I'm a living man." 
And as he spoke, he held up the instrument in question, 
and cracked his whip for about the twentieth time — ^in 
vain. 

In one instant — ^in a quarter of a second — ^in a space 
so short that Dick's eye could scarcely follow the action, 
Tickerocandua was down — ^tripped up by the tigress's 
fore-paw as a wresder trips his rival — down, and bitten 
through the thigh with those cruel teeth, so that the 
strong man in his agony gave forth a shriek more like 
a cry from some of the wild creatures round him, 
than any human speech. Then he was silent, mercifully 
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stricken dumb and senseless, while the beast stood over 
himi licking her bloody paws, and with every hair in 
her wicked beautiful coat astir with fury and lust for 
blood. 

" Curse thee, thou striped devil I " cried Dick from the 
roof above, and rained his hate upon the brute so fiercely 
and suddenly, that she slunk away, and shrank into the 
furthest corner of the den. " Murderous beast, tearer of 

the hand that fed thee I come, my friend ; stir not, 

move not for your life Foul creature ! sneaking 

coward I " continued he, not daring to withdraw eye or 
voice from the orifice, while with outstretched hand he 
gashed the tarpaulin roof of the show with his clasp- 
knife, so that he might thereby descend immediately, and 
open the cage-door the quicker — " for every mark of thy 
damned teeth thy hide shall pay." 

A crowd of persons connected with the exhibition,-^ 
among whom was Mr. Mopes, wringing his hands with 
genuine anguish, — ^were collected round the bars of the 
cage, horrified at what was doing, but not daring to 
interfere between the enraged animal and the comple- 
tion of her bloody work ; nor must the general inaction 
be too hastily condemned, since not one of them had 
ever been inside a den with a lion, far less a tigress, 
while he who would enter the one in question had need 
not only to secure his own safety, and that of the 
unhappy beast-tamer, but to prevent the infuriated Semi- 
ramis from escaping by the door which admitted him, 
and so scattering wounds and death among unknown 
numbers. To Mr. Tredgold's credit it must be stated, 
that though strongly fortified within his own residence, 
and only trusting his voice through one of the shutter- 
slides, he never ceased to call upon others to fetch fire- 
armsy and rescue his ^ithful Tickerocandua at the cost. 
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if it were necessaiy, of the lives of both lion and tigec 
The only unsympathising spectators were the lion him- 
self — idio calmly lay down and yawned, as though the 
business was none of his, and only to be r^etted inas- 
mach as it still further postponed supper-time, — and 
Mr. Bairman, who^ from a considerable distance, was 
rq;arding the spectacle as though he could never have 
enough of it 

For nothing of what was passing within or without, 
did the animal who had worked all this mischief seem 
to care, but with eyes wandering from her prostrate 
victim to Dick's fi3u:e above, she appeared to be divided 
between the desire of prosecuting her vengeance and the 
fear of the consequences of such a proceeding. When- 
ever his voice ceased, were it but for an instant, she 
shifted her hind-l^ restlessly, as if to spring, and sunk 
down again dissatisfied, but trembling, idien the tones 
were renewed. At last, when Dick had sawn a hole 
through the tarpaulin sufficiently large, he squeezed him- 
self through it, and swung himself down by his hands 
into the interior of the show. 

Rapidly as he effected this, the vengeful brute was yet 
beforehand with him. Taking instantaneous advantage 
of his withdrawal to renew her attack, she seized the 
still unconscious Tickerocandua by the chesty and 
cracked his breast-bone in her dreadful jaws. Still in 
swoon, however, the poor beast-tamer knew it not, and 
neither sdired nor moaned. Then it was, singularly 
enough, when it was evident to all that the man was 
dead, and no further harm could happen to him, that 
Mr. Mopes began to open the cage-door, determined, at 
all hazards, to save the inanimate form from desecration ; 
but he was thrust aside in the very act by Dick, who, 
seizing a crowbar, leaped into the den, and, dealing a 
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tremendous blow at the cowering tigress, lifted his dead 
friend out — slightly and tenderly as a bride — and bidding 
the people close the door, as though it had been any 
other door, would have borne him unassisted to his own 
dwelling, had not Mr. Mopes, reverently taking up the 
feet of the corpse, assisted him. The rest were scarce 
more struck with the horror of the spectacle than with 
the courage and affection manifested by the young man, 
and with one consent forbore to follow, and interfere 
between him and his grief. 

" Shall I run for the doctor ? " inquired Mr. Mopes of 
Dick, as of his acknowledged chief in this dreadful 
matter. 

"Nay," replied he sadly, "not all the doctors in the 
world could give him breath for a single moment We 
will fetch one presently ; but, in the meantime, tell the 
people to be silent, and not spread the news abroad, for 
Mr. Tredgold's sake. If this gallant soul could speak, 
he would say the same, for I am sure that his last 
thought would be for others. If it gets about that the 
lion-tamer is dead, the performance must needs be put 
off for to-morrow, and perhaps the establishment be 
permanently injured." 

"And who is to help it?" exclaimed Mr. Mopes, in 
astonishment " How on earth can it be otherwise, now 
that poor Robinson has come to this ? " 

It was observable that whoever now spoke of the 
dead maa called him by his real name, and not by the 
assumed title by which he had been always formerly 
addressed. 

" That is for our master to consider," returned Dick 
gravely. " Am I not right, my friend ? " continued he, 
apostrophismg the dead body. "Ah, Mr. Mopes, you 
do not know how kind and honest a beart lies here, that 
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will never beat again. I have neither father nor mother 
and this man was both to me." 

''He hasn't left an enemy in the world," cried the 
tender-hearted lecturer, ''unless, at least, it be Bairman ; 
and to have Bairman against one is a matter creditable 
to anybody. He was always risky for himself and 
careful for other people. He has not left his equal for 
lion and tiger taming alive. There's his new leopard- 
skin, see, a hanging up so spick and span, and who's to 
wear it?" 

There was a gentle knock at the door that opened into 
the interior apartment 

"Come in,** cried Dick mournfully; "there's nobody 
to be disturbed here now." 

A diminutive female figure, of a clay colour, entered 
quietly, and approached the dead man with a swift but 
noiseless step. She took no notice of either Dick or his 
companion, but taking from her left arm a bracelet of 
shells, placed it at the feet of the corpse, at the same 
time reverently inclining her head. On her return, the 
door was gently opened for her by an unseen hand, and 
the Earthman was heard modulating his harsh gutturals 
with some success, and throwing an unmistakable pathos 
into his "Woggadaboo" and '*Wiggidy." The sorrow, 
almost inarticulate as it was, of the two poor Earth 
people touched the hearts of both spectators deeper than 
the most eloquent panegyric upon the dead man's 
memoiy could possibly have done. Bought and sold, 
exhibited and laughed at, as those two half-naked savages 
had been, there yet lay a feeling within them for one who 
had been uniformly kind to them, more beautiful by a 
thousand times than any mental product of civilisation. 
The Earthwoman had given her bracelet as the woman in 
the parable had bestowed her mite. 
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" Oh Lord ! Oh Lord ! to think of that poor dumb 
creetur with her shells ! " cried Mr, Mopes. " I had 
rather that that had been done to my dead body, than if 
it had been buried in Westminster Abbey." 

" God bless her ! " exclaimed Dick fervently. " God 
forgive me that I ever laughed at one of his creatures so 
much better than I." 

" How all the gug-gug-goodness of a chap seems to 
come out at a moment like this," sobbed Mr. Mopes. " I 
mind me now how he nursed me three years ago, just as 
though I was a suckling infant, when I had broken my 
leg off the dromedary. He hadn't a fault, hadn't poor 
Robinson, except perhaps it was Old Tom." 

" Hush ! " replied Dick reproachfully ; "this is not a 
time to speak of a man's faults, even when one is sure 
of them. I don't think he ever drank for drinking's 
sake." 

Mr. Mopes looked up with amazement, as though he 
would like to know what better reason need be given for 
any man's drinking than that of his liking it 

" He never took kindly to his trade," continued Dick, 
^'and therefore the greater the credit to him that he did 
it so welL He often drank spirits because he felt him- 
self unequal to his work without them. Since you and he 
were friends, and in order that you may defend his 
memory, I will let you see what is written down here in 
his pocket-book. Look at the figures set opposite to 
these last dates : 4480, 4481, 4482, are all in this day's 
work, and there is a space still left for the 4483." 

" What does it mean ? " inquired Mr. Mopes. " What 
can it mean ? " 

"It means, that whenever that brave man went 

among these devilish beasts, it was with the certain 

knowledge that that must one day happen which has 

u 
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happened to-day. If he had come out alive to-night^ it 
would have been, according to his judgment, his 4483rd 
escaped 

Dick filled in the figures with his own hand, wrote 
after them, ^^periU Henry Robinson," and put the note- 
book into his own breast-pocket 

*'Andyetto see him among them roaring creeturs," 
gasped Mr. Mopes, ''one would have thought him as 
composed and cheerful as though they were so many 
sofa-cushions. Why, if he was afraid, who, in the name 
of wonder, will be found to take his place to-morrow 
before the queen and court ? *' 

"That is Mr. Tredgold's business." retiuued Dick 
quietly ; ''and I must now go and speaic with him upon 
that subject The strangers will be coming presently 
whose office is with this dead body, for whom, alas^ no 
friend can now do anything more." 





CHAPTER XXIX. 




A DANGEROUS PROPOSITION. 

R. TREDGOLD'S caravan was more difficult ol 
entrance upon the night of poor Tickerocan- 
dua's death than it had ever been before. 
Dick's proprietor even proposed to that young gentleman 
(through the shutter) that their conversation should be 
carried on as in that scene of Romeo and Juliet where 
one occupies a post of vantage, and sentimentalises out 
of the window ; but the youth would by no means consent 
to this. 

" What I have got to say is for your private ear, Mr. 
Tredgold, and is of some importance to us both." So the 
patron of lion-tamers undid bolt, and bar, and chain, with 
lingering fingers, and when the young man was admitted, 
refastened them with excessive precipitation. 

** One cannot be too careful," observed Mr. Tredgold, 
'^ with such an awful example before us as has happened 
this day. It is a lesson against foolhardiness that ought 
to last every man of us throughout our lives. How I 
have warned and warned that poor fellow Robinson not 
to be so rash, no mortal can tell." 

Dick bethought himself of the ten pound premium 
offered to ** poor Robinson" the preceding evening for 
every new trick, and began to despise his proprietor 
very heartily; and yet there was little or no cause for 

u 8 
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his indignation. Mr. Tredgold hcul warned the deceased 
lion-tamer again and again, and it was against his 
express orders that the tigress had been meddled with 
while the food was before her eyes. Blame of a very 
serious nature, too, was likely to attach itself to the 
owner of the beast for what had happened, and he was 
naturaUy anxious to make his own case good to whom- 
soever he could. Besides, although De tnortuis nil nisi 
bonum is an excellent sentiment in irreproachable Latin, 
there is a temptation for minds not absolutely mag- 
nanimous to shift the burden of their faults upon 
shoulders that are better able to bear it, and what shoul- 
ders can be more adapted for that purpose than those of 
a dead man? 

" For my part," continued Mr. Tredgold testily, " I 
forgive him from the bottom of my soul ; although, after 
what has happened, I may just as well shut up my es- 
tablishment, and take to the workhouse.*' 

"Kc didn't get killed on purpose," observed Dick 
bitterly; "I saw the whole occurrence myself, and can 
assure you of that" 

" You are wronging me. Arbour," returned Mr. Tred- 
gold, with some dignity. ^^ Heaven knows I would 
have gladly sacrificed five hundred pounds to have 
secured that unhappy man's safety. If he has any rela- 
tive at this moment living who has any claim upon him. 
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** What a mercy," exclaimed Mrs. Tredgold, entering 
the apartment rather hastily at this juncture — '' what a 
mercy it is that that poor chap has left neither chick 
nor child behind him 1 There's always a something to 
comfort one, even under the worst circumstances ; least- 
ways, it is so with most people, although Mr. Tredgold 
and me, it seems, are like to be made exceptions. You 
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don't know what Mr. Robinson was to us, Arbour, and 
therefore cannot fully appreciate his loss. We looked 
upon him more like a brother than as one in our employ, 
I do assure you; and now," sobbed the lady, putting 
her pocket-handkerchief to her eyes — "and now he is 
gone away from us for ever, and a matter of three hundred 
a year along with him." 

" Ay," added Mr. Tredgold, " and such a name as we 
should have made if it had only happened, say next 
week, or the day after to-morrow. But now, here's the 
Queen herself a-coming to look at us, and nothing to 
shew her but Ninus and them loppeting elephants. I 
must let Mopes give her his lecture, I do believe; and yet 
if he isn't in a good temper, as is like enough, he will 
abuse the poor dumb creeturs — just as though they 
were his property — so as it makes my blood quite boil 
to listen to him. She has got the programme too — ^gilt 
letters upon white satin, Dick — ^with all poor Robinson's 
new tricks upon it, and nobody to go through with 
them. After what has happened, if it gets abroad, 
maybe they vjill not let us exhibit at alL I have half a 
mind to go down to the police myself, and insist on their 
stopping us." 

"We must be at the castle by five," observed Dick 
musing, "if we mean to get everything ready by the 
afternoon. She's as punctual, they say, as clock- 
work." 

" There's nothing to get ready," returned Mr. Tredgold 
despairingly. " Who will care to look at them lions with 
never a man to show them off ? " 

" What would you give if a man was found to ven- 
ture his life and go in among them?" inquired Dick 
carelessly. 

"What would I give?" returned the proprietor with 
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aninution. 'Tdgive anything; that is to say anything in 
moderation. I'd give a ten pound note." 

'' That was the stun you offered for each trick to a 
man who had been with those creatures more than four 
thousand times before." 

'^ Ay, for tricks ; but just for going among them and 
standing there — ^why, it's the easiest thing in the world, 
my good young man. There is no real danger; none 
whatever, if you only keep up a bold front It's the 
meddling with them — ^it's the forcing them to pretend to 
go a hunting as them lions don't like; it's the hoop- 
business that riles than^ bless you. But as to just going 
in and staring at 'em, why, my dear young Sir, the power 
(rf'the human eye is such ^" 

** Very well, then," interrupted Dick ; " if that be the 
case, I think we can manage the matter. You and I 
will go together into the cages." 

** Heaven forbid I " ejaculated Mr. Tredgold piously. 
'^ /go into one of them devil's dens ! Do you hear him, 
Mrs. Tredgold ? ^ Sir ? No^ not if you'd pay me down 
first upon this here table the whole of the National Debt 
in golden guineas. I feel wet — ^positively wet with per- 
spiration. Sir, at the very notion of it A pretty thing, 
indeed, for me to be swallowed up in the presence of my 
rightful sovereign." 

'^ But I thought you said it was so easy," reasoned 
Dick, ''and that there was scarcely any real danger 
in it" 

"So it is," repeated the unabashed proprietor — "so 
it is, for any person that is any way used to them. I 
have never had anything to do with lions myself^ as you 
have had The cockatoos are my favourites. I don't 
mind the cockatoos or the marmosets; but my nerves 
—I give you my honour— are so singularly constituted 
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with respect to the larger animals Gracious mercy, 

what in the world is that ? " 

A savage whine— a whine of a hundred horse-power — 
rang toough the apartment, and froze the current of Mr. 
Tredgold*s speech, 

" It's only the tigress — it's only Semiramis," ex- 
plained Dick with coolness. " They have taken away 
her supper to-night in punishment, and she is complain- 
ing of it a little ; that's alL A ten pound note, it seems, 
is the price you consider reasonable for making her ac- 
quaintance to-morrow." 

" I said fifte«i," replied Mr. Tredgold hastily; "and 
if I didn't say fifteen, I meant it Fifteen for Sem— - 
What a fearful tantrum she is in ! Do, pray, let some- 
body give her her supper, or she'll be out Fifteen for the 
tigress, and ten for thelions. One pound aminutefor merely 
standing still, Mr. Arbour ; what do you think oiihatf^ 

"A pound for the first minute, and the rest of the 
money paid to my executors," replied Dick drily; "what 
do you think of Ma/ ; " 

"And a hundred a-year, if you take to the business, 
and teach a trick or two," added Mr. Tredgold, as if the 
intervening remark had not been made. 

"Listen to me one moment," replied Dick gravely. 
"I came here to-night with a certain purpose in my 
mind, which most persons — ^and yourself as much as any 
— ^would consider to be a mad one. What has urged me 
to take it is no afifau: of yours, nor is it your duty to 
dissuade me from an enterprise for which I consider 
myself fully capable. Look upon my proposal simply 
from a business point of view, and then either accept it 
or reject it I offer myself to fill Tickerocandua's place 
before the Queen to-morrow; and I take advantage of 
a pressing emergency and an unprecedented occasion to 
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demand better terms for myself than I could have other- 
wise procured. I ask, if I shall be successful to-morrowy 
the same annual income of two hundred pounds which 

you promised to your deceased servant Stay, let me 

speak to the end — ^if otherwise, I shall require only a 
grave in Windsor churchyard by the side of my dead 
friend. Let the posters and advertisements remain, as 
they run now, in Tickerocandua's name. I will not 
disgrace it by any pusillanimous conduct ; while, if I die, 
I shall do no worse than he has done. I know the 
nature of the creatures with whom I have to deal as well, 
if not better than he did, and I fully comprehend the 
means whereby their obedience is secured.'' 

''But the tricks?" expostulated Mr. Tredgold, aghast 
at the audacity of the proposition, but by no means blind 
to the advantages which it held forth. '' You will surely 
never do the tricks ? " 

''/ shall not, but the animals wilV replied Dick 
decisively. ''Semiramis will perform her part in the 
new drama to-morrow, or there wiU be an element in- 
troduced into the performance of a very tragic character, 
you may take my word for it** 

''I tell you what, young Arbour," exclaimed Mrs. 
Tredgold with quite a burst of enthusiasm, '' I wish you 
was a son of my own, I do indeed; although, I suppose, 
if I had happened to have had one, he wouldn't have 
made this offer of going among the animals, — the feeling 
against lions being doubtless an hereditaiy prejudice. If 
I was indeed your mother, Td say this instant, ' Go; go 
and distinguish yourself before your suffering monarch ; ' 
but being only, as it were, your guardian, I say : ^No; 
stop a bit ; think over the matter to-night Don't take 
up the thing rashly and in a huiiy; but if in the mornings 
you are of the same brave mind, why * " 
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Dick was touched by this unexpected tenderness on 
the part of his mistress, and took her hand in his. 

" Why, it certainly would be a first-rate opening for a 
young man," added Mr. Tredgold in conclusion. 

" Stuflf and nonsense," retorted his spouse. " Let the 
young man choose for himself, and do not lure him on 
to what may chance to be his destruction. Let his blood 
be at least upon his own head, and not on ours." 

Mrs. Tredgold was quite in a virtuous glow of disin- 
terestedness by this time. When selfish persons do make 
a self-denying proposition, and find it duly appreciated, 
there is often no knowing where they will stop. Mr. 
Tredgold began with reason to be alarmed. 

" You pig-headed old she-unicorn " — ^he began, as usual. 

"Don't be angry," interrupted Dick with a grave 
smile, **you need not fear that your good wife will 
change my purpose. I have quite made up my mind as 
to taking poor Robinson's place, and to-morrow morning 
will not alter it Two hundred a year, then, are the 
terms you agree to, Mr. Tredgold I " 

**Two hundred a year!" reiterated that gentleman, 
casting up his hands. '' Why, you are a gentleman made. 
What a tremendous income." 

"Three hundred a year is, however, a still greater 
one," responded Dick quietly. " You will clear that sum 
of money after all, your wife herself allowed." 

Mr. Tredgold threw a glance at his consort which por- 
tended squalls and " stormy " for the matrimonial baro* 
meter of that night 

" And then consider the Queen," added Dick. " What 
a position would you have been placed in when the hour 
for the lion-hunt arrived to-morrow, without any lion- 
hunter ! " 

''The cr3wn of feathers and the new leopard-skin 
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shall both be yours^'' exclaimed the proprietor with a 
gush of generosity. ''Some persons would consider it 
reward sufficient to be permitted to appear before their 
monarch in a costume so unique and splendid." 

"You wouldn't have me put on evening dress," re- 
sponded Dick sardonically \ " people go out to dine in 
that, but not to be dined upon." 

« Don't talk of such a thing," replied Mr. Tredgold 
earnestly; " don't mention it again — there's a good fel- 
low. Now that it is all settled, I fed quite sony that 
you are going to risk it. I didn't force your inclina- 
tions, however, in any way, did I, Arbour? We are 
very good friends, are we not, Dick ? Now, do say that 
It would be so very much more comfortable to me to 
think thai in case anything should happen; although 
there is not the least chance of such a thing — humanly 
speaking — ^not the least You will be perfectly certain 
to fasten the cage-doors after you, the first things will 
you? Poor Robinson was always exceedingly careful 
about making sure of them. If any of the creatures got 

by you ^ 

** Or over me," suggested Dick, smiUng. 
"Yes, or over you," continued Mr. Tredgold simply, 
<< and out of the cage among the people, you would never 
forgive yourseli^ I'm sure." 
" I dare say not," returned Dick drily. 
"Consider, my dear Sir, that her Majesty herself 
might be imperilled ; that, in such a case, it would be 
my duty, my privilege, as the proprietor of this estab- 
lishment, to step in and interfere, and that my nerves 
might fail me. The personal safety of the sovereign— 
the stability of the very government of the country— are 
in a manner, Richard Arbour, placed to-morrow in your 
hands." 



i_ 
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** I vkill do my best, Sir," returned Dick quietly ; "and 
Tigkerocandua himself could have done no more." 

With these words, and after a hearty shake of the hand 
from his proprietor and proprietress, the young man 
retired to seek that repose which was so needful a pre- 
paration for the morrow's worL Sleep, however, refused 
to visit him. Though the body of his dead friend had 
been removed in the meantime from the caravan, every- 
thing in the apartment reminded him of him who had 
perished in that very walk of life wherein his own feet 
were now set so stubbornly. When his thoughts escaped 
from that dread companionship, they fled to subjects 
equally engrossing if less painful. The lovely form of 
Lucy Mickleham flitted to and fro before his eyes, in- 
tangible and unapproachable. It was for her sake, or 
rather for his own sake as respected her, that he had ac- 
cepted the hazardous post which had offered itself to him 
that evening after so terrible a fasliion. As second 
butcher, he could not even bring himself to let her know 
his degraded calling ; as the Lion-tamer of Central Africa, 
despite the exceeding ludicrousnessofthe situation, there 
was a nobility in its personal peril which would rescue it, 
in her eyes, as he fondly hoped, from shame. 

The income was not despicable, and his sanguine 
mind already looked forward to its increase. He knew 
how valuable his self-taught knowledge of the natures 
and constitutions of the beasts with which he had to deal 
bad been and would be to his proprietor; how well he 
could advise him — ^and his advice would now be sought 
for in the first instance — as to what animals should be 
purchased and at what price, and what were failing to 
" draw," and should be disposed of. He had already, 
through an unforeseen and deplorable accident, achieved 
a position which was, in a pecuniary point of view, a 
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really good one. There was surely a far less unlikely 
chance of its future improvement A partnership with 
Mr. Tredgold, and in the end a sleeping partnership — 2l 
retirement upon a competency — such were the visions of 
promise that filled the young man's mind, and induced 
him to adopt one of the most perilous modes of Ufe that 
ever fell to the lot of mortal They were indeed nothing 
in themselves, but what a bright and shining goal they 
led to. Each success, each amendment in his fortunes, 
would be to him as so many refreshing halting-places 
upon his toilsome road towards the hand of Lucy Mickle* 
ham. How long, how steep that might be, was not now 
to be considered — ^he had only just set foot upon it, and 
there was nothing for him but to trudge steadily on with- 
out murmuring; only his mind's eye, overlooking every 
obstacle — arduous steep, and bridgeless river, and wind- 
ings and turnings of the way innumerable — ^fixed itself not 
unhopefully upon the joume/s end. 

On the other hand, Richard Arbour was by no means 
blind to the Quixotic character of his undertaking. He 
was well aware, if even the best possible good fortune 
should happen to him in the quickest time, i^ still young 
and unharmed, and comparatively wealthy, he should 
come to demand his wife's reward from good Mr. Mick- 
leham, that Lucy might still be withheld from him by 
her prudent father. He could not conceal from himself 
that the nature of his previous occupation (that of a mere 
gladiator kept for the amusement of the public, and who 
risked his life hourly among savage beasts for gain) would 
militate powerfully, and perhaps fatally against him, not 
only with the steady-going old man of business, but with 
his son — ^a man, perhaps, not less sensitive to the opinion 
of the world, and alive to social prejudices, for alibis 
personal sagacity, and keen sense of the weaknesses of 
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others. Richard Arbour, who had once sat at respectable 
men's feasts himself, and heard bells chime to church, 
and helped to fill a family pew, was not unaware of what 
Society would have to say, in the event of an ex lion 
tamer of Central Africa soliciting the hand of a lady 
connected with an eminent commercial firm. Society 
and he had had not a few personal combats already, 
which had resulted, as usual, in the complete victory of 
that Amazon. Dick was hoping almost against hope — 
poor fellow — but still he was hoping ; nay, before slum- 
ber visited his eyes that night, he was doing something 
better — ^he was praying. Society will be astonished and 
probably shocked to hear it He was praying for ''succour, 
help, and comfort" against the danger of the morrow; 
adopting phrases out of the Litany, just as though he had 
been in the habit of paying tithe and church-rate, and 
had a perfect right to use them. He thought — rather 
illogically, perhaps, and certainly with no hesitation as to 
whether the passage be metaphorical or otherwise — of 
him who fought with the wild beasts at Ephesus, and 
was yet preserved. The Book which his dear dead 
mother had given to him was in his possession yet, from 
which an equal comfort flows to lion tamer and church- 
warden. Perhaps her sainted soul was cognizant of what 
her son was humbly doing that night, and a joy was 
thereby added to the happiness of heaven. Albeit, 
Sodety, with a shudder that shakes her crinoline, ap- 
prehends not, and trusts, in her heart of hearts — ^her 
whalebone of whalebones — that '' a line will be drawn 
somewhere" even there. 




CHAPTER XXX. 

BEFORE THE QUEEN. 

jHE Romans of old were scarcely less gratified 
and astonished in the persons of their Com- 
missioners of the Paving, when that ugly gulf 
across the Forum was closed up by the self-sacrifice of 
Marcus Curtius — that first mounted Volunteer — than 
were Mr. Tredgold's company when they heard that 
Tickerocandua's vacant post of danger was to be filled by 
Dick. Mixed with their gratification, indeed, there were 
some apprehensions for his safety — ^for Dick was a public 
favourite — ^but these were not so strong as to overpower 
the desire of seeing a young gentleman in company with 
lions for the first time. Mr. Mopes shook his head, and 
only hoped the thing would turn out well for so bold a 
lad. Mr. Bairman rubbed his sanguinary hands, and 
observed drily, that the affair would be interestmg in any 
case. Everybody thought it the height of foolhardiness 
that Dick should trust himself with Semiramis after what 
had so recently occurred, especially, too, as Mr. Tredgold 
himself declared such a risk to be quite unnecessary, and 
the ordinary entertainment of the establishment amply 
sufficient ; but Dick, since he had put his hand to &e 
work, was determined to "go the whole tigress," and 
nothing less. His interview with that lady and Ajax, in 
their new drama, was to conclude, and his lion-hunt in 
Central Afiica to commence the entertainment^ with a 
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space between the two of some half hour, during which 
the other curiosities of the menagerie were to be exhibited. 
The caravans were arranged in a semicircle, with the 
cages of the Felince in the centre, of which her Majesty 
could command an uninterrupted view from the opposite 
bank of the court-yard. The sloping greensward which 
surrounded the enclosure on all sides was filled with 
spectators both numerous and select Her Majesty, who 
of course defrayed the whole expenses, had, with her usual 
thoughtfulness, invited such of the Eton boys as chose to 
come to be witnesses of it They clustered around thescene 
of attraction like bees, nor could they be prevented from 
tickling the noses and pulling the tails of all such animals 
as incautiously lay within reach of their nimble fingers. 
The new Tickerocandua of course was kept in retirement 
until the moment for action should arrive. He had 
preferred to have no rehearsal of the rdle he was about 
to play, but to call upon the animals to perform their 
parts while they were yet untired and in good temper. 
Whatever anxiety he might have been in — ^and it must 
be remembered that custom and knowledge had made 
him far more confident than when he had been the 
trembling guest of the lioness — he at least betrayed 
none in his countenance, which was by no means the 
case with his proprietor, who visited his caravan for the 
last time before taking his own place at the foot of that 
portion of the grassy slope which had been reserved for 
the Queen and court 

"Richard Arbour," observed he with earnestness, 
"remember that even now, at this last moment, I do 
not urge you to enter a single cage. For Heaven's 
sake, dismiss me and my interests entirely from your 
thoughts, and act only according to your own wishes 
and feelings." 
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"Thank you, Sir," returned Dick smiling; "but tha^ 
I assure you, is exactly what I am doing. I am thinking 
entirely of myself and my own afiairs." 

He was indeed repeating "Lucy" and "Maggie** to 
himself alternately, as though they were charms against 
every peril, and keeping his mind purposely fixed upon 
anytiiing rather than those seven cruel beasts among 
whom the next few minutes must needs find him. 

"And look you, Dick," continued Mr. Tredgold 
hoarsely, and mopping his perspiring brow with his 
pocket-handkerchief — ^for besides his terror upon Dick's 
account, he himself had an ordeal to undergo in his 
approaching attendance upon Majesty, the thought of 
which produced copious deliquescence — "and look you, 
do not hesitate to use the whip— the butt-end — ^hard and 
strong, if you deem life in danger." He added three 
words in a mysterious whisper. 

"Over the nose," repeated Dick with a grave smile. 
"Yes, Mr. Tredgold, I was well aware of the place 
upon whicli to hit them. I am no foolhardy boy, as 
some here think, but understand what I have taken in 
hand, and am fully prepared for all contingencies." 

" They are none of them worth less than a hundred 
and fifty pounds," quoth Mr. Tredgold \ " and yet I swear 
to you that I would rather lose them all than that you 
should die, Dick." 

" I believe you, Mr. Tredgold, and I thank you. I 
trust, too, most sincerely, that no such sacrifice may be 
necessary. Nevertheless, I tell you fairly, that I never 
intended to hesitate between the loss of my own life and 
that of a wild beast" 

This tone, so respectful, yet so independent, so modest, 
and yet so fearless, astonished Mr. Tredgold, as it would 
have done any man who had known Dick in his former 
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subotdinate capacity. Under others, and in a groove 
wherein original action was denied to him, Dick might 
have been quite easily surpassed by those of his own age ; 
but now that he was in a position to think and act for 
himself there were few indeed who would have so well 
acquitted themselves. Dick's was one of those natures 
which bit and spur do but ruin, but which, if the rein be 
lefl loose upon the neck, rapidly develop themselves into 
greatness. It is doubtful whether Garibaldi himself 
would have been pronounced a good soldier, if he had 
happened to have found himself in a regiment com- 
manded by some Earl of Cardigan. The Family Scape- 
grace is, of course, an always exceptional character, while 
unhappily the post of lion-tamer, or other fitting situation, 
is exceptional too, and by no means alwa}rs offers itsel£ 
Generally, as in Dick's case, it has to be sought out by 
the lad himself, and where there is no Maggie left at 
home, in that house with the shut door, for the wayward 
heart to turn to in its bitter moments, that lonely and 
unfriended search is too apt to be fatal Between the 
Scapegrace and the Scamp — the Irreclaimable — ^the steps 
are perilously few, and there are but too many who take 
them at a single bound. There was, however, surely 
something of native nobility not altogether lost as yet in 
this lad's heart, who, on the brink of such an enterprise 
as his, could disclaim the undue imputation of magna- 
nimity ; who could tell his master so ingenuously, " This 
matter is my own affair — a totally unheroic piece of busi- 
ness, undertaken for my own advantage, and not yours. 
My life, humble as it may seem, is yet of more value to 
me than any amount of property which you. Sir, may 
have invested in wild animals. Do not suppose for a 
moment that I shall fall an unresisting victim to two or 
three hundred pounds' worth of teeth and claws.* 
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Mr. Tredgold regarded the young man with evident 
admiration. <^ You are a right honest fellow, Dick," said 
he : " there is not a man in the company whcnn I respect 
80 much as I do you, and there's my hand upon it. Good 
Heavens I if there isn't the Queen ; I hear them Eton 
chaps a-shouting like costermongers. God bless you, 
Dick, and deliver you, and keep you safe. And off 
hurried Mr. Tredgold, not without great misgivings, to 
the post of honour that had been thrust upon him. 

Dick drew on his heavy jack boots, adjusted the new 
leopard-skin upon his shoulders, settled the crown of 
eagle's feathers upon his forehead, grasped his whip, and 
marched out of the caravan. An animating scene was 
before him : his Queen and her nobles formed a brilliant 
assemblage at no great distance, to whom he made 
respectful obeisance, and a vast throng of spectators in- 
tervened, whose thousand eyes were fixed upon him and 
upon him only; but he saw nothing of this; his own 
eyes were looking upon two absent faces mirrored within 
his memory — that of his sister and that of his love. A 
ringing cheer greeted him from the boys — for his gallant 
appearance was such as to call forth a cheer from all 
youthful lips — as well as certain depreciatory remarks 
which schoolboys of all ranks are prone to indulge in. 
"Oh my eyes, do look at his feathers — ^he roust have 
been picking a goose!" "I wonder whether that is a 
real leopard's skin, or only a railway rug ! " and *• I'll 
take half-a-crown to sixpence that the lions finish him 
off" Mr. Tredgold's voice, too, was distinguishable with 
its encouraging " Bra)rvo, Brayvo ! " and there was a deli- 
cate clapping of kid gloves from the vicinity of the court 
circle that should have nerved the heart of any man who 
entertained a proper appreciation of the approval of the 
best Circles. All that Dick heard, however, was a dear 
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sweet voice repeating the same words which had been 
spoken to him in a garden arbour years ago : " I believe 
you, dear ; I trust in you. I am sure, dear Dick, that all 
will yet be well and happy with us in the end." 

Then, in a moment, all that he became conscious of 
was that he was among seven lions with an iron gate 
fastened between him and his fellow-men, and that it 
behoved him, if he would save his life, to feel no fear of 
losing it They were all roaring in chorus — which was 
so far well, he knew — and parted to left and right before 
his whip-lash, just as they had done before that of Ticke- 
rocandua of old. The largest of the lions alone seemed 
to have any doubt of his identity with that chieftain, and 
stared at him with a pertinacity which is considered in 
polite society to be rudeness, unless when mitigated by 
the medium of an opera-glass. Him, therefore, Dick 
seized by the mane, and set on his hind-legs at once, 
with fc^epaws resting upon his own breast, that he might 
enjoy a nearer view of his countenance, and be satisfied 
that it meant Authority and nothing less. The pose was 
magnificent, and drew down a thunder of applause; 
which, when Dick pitched the Monarch of the Forest 
backwards, was renewed till the courtyard rang with it 
It was somewhat rough usage of his majesty; but Dick's 
predecessor had always done it, and he judged it safest 
to adhere implicitly to precedent and the programme. 
He next compelled the same animal, who, it is probable, 
began to regret his manifestation of incredulity, to take 
the initiative in leaping through the little hoop, an ex- 
ample which the others obediently followed. Then he 
persuaded the two lionesses to mount their limited shelves^ 
and form the background of that much admired tableau^ 
"The Lion Hunter reclining after the Chase;" after 
which, by what had always appeared to Dick a singular 
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inversion of dramatic anangement, but which it would 
have been probably destruction to have just then 
amended, f jUowed the Chase itsel£ This was the most 
fatiguing, as well as perilous part of the whole perform 
ance. Dick had need of all his strength, as well as his 
courage, to receive each of the seven mighty creatures^ 
as with open mouths they leaped in quick succession 
over him. He had to shift his shoulder with extreme 
rapidity, lest, thickly protected though it was, the daws 
of each temporary occupant should strike into his flesh ; 
and to draw his face back with a jerk as they left its 
neighbourhood, lest the snap of their retreating jaws 
should bereave it of some prominent feature. Their 
fiery eyes flashed on him as they passed, like sparks from 
flint and steel, their hot breath scorched him as with a 
furnace-blast, and he was glad enough when the third 
revolution of lions was completed, and his panting breast 
and bruised left shoulder ceased to be its axis. It was a 
relief to him indeed to see that family of seven crowding 
together in one comer of the apartment, and cursing him 
in their voluminous lion-language, while he discharged 
his buUetless carbine among them as the victorious hunter 
of the African plains. Never had the original Tickero- 
candua acquitted himself with more complete success 
than Dick did, nor received from any audience a more 
enthusiastic shout of approbation. Arrived in his own 
caravan, he found Mr. Tredgold awaiting him, flown 
away from the presence of royalty itself, to convey his 
congratulations in person. 

''I could not help telling them, Dick, when I 45aw you 
getting on so well and pleasantly, that it was only your 
first trial, and that, in consequence of an accident, you 
were filling a friend's place among them creeturs. The 
whisper passed up to her Majesty herself, I do believe^ 
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and you might have heard them Eton chaps a-cheering 
beyond King George's monument" 

The whole company — represented in the person of 
Mr. Mopes — expressed their delight and congratulations 
upon the young fellow's successful achievement '' But 
do," observed that gentleman, ^'just take a glass of 
brandy, for you look as pale as death." 

Dick resolutely shook his head as he replied : " No, 
my friend ; the worst part of the business is still to be 
got over ; and even if it were not so, as long as I hold 
this post, no drop of spirits shall ever cross these lips." 

He drank Mr. Mopes's health in a glass of water, who 
straightway betook himself to his elephants, who were 
about to exhibit their classical attitudes. 

There was a knock at the door, and in came Mr. Bair- 
man, cringing. 

'' I congratulate you, young man ; it was a grand ex- 
periment, and has had a most fortunate termination. Per- 
mit me to shake you by the hand." 

The invitation was not a welcome one to Dick, but 
he was not in a humour just then to reject the friendly 
advances of any man. As he still held the glass, how- 
ever, which was not yet empty, he offered his left hand, 
which the other wrung with great heartiness. 

**But you are not out of the wood yet, Arbour," 
grinned the butcher. " You must be very careful with 
Semiramis." 

An execration burst from the lips of Dick in spite 
of himselC '' You malicious fool, do you suppose I have 
not calculated my chances, or wish to be reminded of my 
peril?" 

He spoke so wrathfully that Bairman, who was &r more 
mean and cowardly than any animal ever caged, abso- 
lutely shivered. ^ I meant nothing, my brave young man, 
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except to warn yoiL You are so audacious, you are so 
venturesome. I thought I would offer you a little piece 
of prudent advice." 

Through the abject speech of the man, there glowed 
a lurid fire of sardonic hate, which he seemed in vain to 
strive to hide. 

^' I do not need your advice, Mr. Bairman, and cer- 
tainly not your sympathy. I saw you looking on when 
poor Robinson perished, and your face did not wear one 
grain of human pity in it. Go to your slaughter-housCi 
Sir; you are a cruel coward — go." 

'' Ay, youngster,*' replied the butcher menacingly, but 
taking care to lay his hand upon the door-handle, " and 
go you, too, to your slaughter-house. There are two 
men who have met their deaths in that den already, and 
Semiramis only waits for ^* 

What Semiramis waited for the speaker was not per- 
mitted to declare, for at that identical moment Dick 
caught the centre of gravity of Mr. Bairman's retreating 
body with the toe of his right jack-boot, and caused him 
to describe a parabola in the air instead of completing 
his unpleasant prophecy in the caravan. Descending 
with considerable violence upon the trunk of Ninus, who 
just then, luckily for him, chanced to be in an inverted 
attitude, that animal resented the concussion by pouring 
through the injured member such a vast quantity of dirty 
water — of which he always kept a large stock on draught 
for offensive purposes — as took away what little breath 
the discomfited butcher had got left in him ; and there 
he lay in the arena, like a log, for several minutes^ imtil 
carried to hospital, quite unexhilarated by the applause 
which was showered upon him by the youthful spectators, 
to whom his eccentric and comet-like entrance appeared 
but as a part of the performance. 
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The elephantine gymnastics being over, Dick sallied 
forth to conclude what had, up to this point, been a most 
satisfactory exhibition. He opened that cage-door which 
last swung back upon its hinges that Tickerocandua's 
corpse might be borne through it, amid a total silence ; 
for it had got about that this was his most difficult ordeal, 
and that the accident upon the previous day — ^the fatal 
extent of which was as yet unknown to the public — ^had 
taken place in this very den. 

The lion was, as Usual, dozing, with his great head 
resting upon his forepaws ; the tigress, too, as usual, was 
pacing restlessly up and down the narrow space, at one 
time taking her feline privilege of looking at majesty 
— ^for if a cat may look at a queen, how much more may 
a tigress — at another, regarding a small but plump 
Etonian, who stood temptingly near the bars, much 
as he himself would regard a cherry. They would 
neither of them have made two bites at their respective 
delicacies. 

" Stop I " thundered Dick, smiting her ladyship across 
her whiskers with his whip ; and she stopped accordingly, 
though her tail noade up foi its vertical cessation by in- 
creased lateral activity. 

** Jump ! " and she jumped at once through that double 
hoop, the offer of which had cost Tickerocandua his life. 
The whole drama, as rehearsed so often within the last 
three days, was acted, in short, to admiration by all three 
performers. The very tableau itself of the Royal Arms, 
with the tigress instead of the unicorn, was attained with 
perfect success. At that instant, while the Hunter stood 
between the two — with Semiramis upon his left — ^the 
tigress showed her teeth ; " grinned without laughing," as 
it was afterwards graphically described by the plump 
Etonian. Then she actually kissed Dick's hand as her 
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lawful lord and master. With the swiftness cf lightning, 
he corrected her for that liberty with a tap from the butt- 
end of his whip, and she crouched down at once upon 
the floor like one reproved. Then Dick made his bow 
amid a thousand vivats, and leaving the lion, rampant, 
sauntered carelessly, ahnost disrespectfully, out of the 
cage, with his left hand in his breeches pocket; ascended 
the steps of his own caravan, let himself in — and fainted. 
There was an awful gash in that hidden left hand of his 
where the teeth of the tigress had met through the living 
flesh. 

" I will have that cursed creature shot before I sleep 
^is night," quoth Mr. Tredgold furiously, as he sat with 
the doctor beside the wounded man. 

"You needn't trouble yourself Sir," returned Dick 
quietly; "for she is dead already." 

That swift little tap upon the nose had indeed put an 
end to the proud Semiramis. 

"There was other blood beside mine upon this hand ! " 
continued Dick gravely: "I saw it there when it was 
too late. Bairman shook hands with me with his fingers 
reeking firom the butcher's shop before I entered the cage. 
That was what made the poor brute bite me, for the smell 
of such blood always drives the poor creatures to mad- 
ness. If I had given my right hand to him instead of 
my left, I should not be now alive to say so." 

"Not on pmpose, surely!" cried Mr. Tredgold, with 
a shudder; "the man could never have done such a 
murderous, such a fiendish deed as that ! " 

" Ay, but he did. Sir," responded Dick in a terrible 
voice, and with that fearsome night with the lioness in 
his recollection; "nor is it the first time that he has 
played with a man's life in that fashion." 

" He is no servant of mine henceforth," exclaimed the 
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horrified proprietor. " You shall never set eyes on him 
again, I promise you." 

"Where is he?" inquired the wounded man with 
sternness. " It is not right that he should have planned 
two murders, and yet escape scathless." 

" He is in hospital," returned the doctor, "and by no 
means scathless, if he be the man who had that fall 
among the elephants. He has his collar-bone and three 
ribs brokeiL" 

" I have not given such a good kick," observed Dick 
thankfully, " since I played at football at Messrs. Dot 
and Carriwun's. Thank you, doctor ; I think I shall be 
able to go to sleep now with a mind at ease." 
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CHAPTER XXXL 



PROFESSIONAL 




|HE burning though n^ative shame whidi at- 
taches to all Scapegraces, and especially dis- 
tinguishes them from the good young men of 
their own generation, was now at least removed in the 
case of Richard Arbour. Dick did belong to a profes- 
sion. No friend of his father — ^well-to-do, apoplectic, and 
severe — could meet him now and ask '^What he was 
doing for himself," with the previous knowledge in his 
respectable but malicious mind that he was doing nothing. 
We do remember in that epoch of our own hot youth, 
when, to the great scandal of our fHends, we shrank from 
Law, and Phjrsic, and Divinity, the dreadful trade of 
Arms, and the still less unmitigated horrors of a Naval 
life, and preferred to compose the most resectable papers 
for the periodicals, how we ourselves were worried by 
such inquisitors. They were always persons who pro- 
fessed to have entertained a friendship for our deceased 
parent, but who did not extend that privilege — except in 
the thinnest and most theoretic form — ^to ourselves. They 
neither lent nor left us money. They confined themselves 
entirely to inquiring what we intended to do for oiurselves, 
with the sole object of seeing us blush and stammer, and 
reply that at present we had no settled prospects what- 
ever. Goaded to madness on one occasion by a perse- 
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cotor of this kind — a predendary of a cathedral, whose 
own office, by-the-bye, was a total sinecure — ^we replied 
that our walk in life was (with many thanks to him for 
his obliging interest in our fortunes) thoroughly chalked 
out for us, and that the name of it — ^was tight-rope danc- 
ing. With equal force, and greater truth, Dick might 
have now staggered any such questioner by the reply that 
his was "lion-taming." 

As soon as his hand got well, he was formally installed 
into the office and emoluments of the departed Tickero- 
candua. The death of Semiramis — ^although that lady 
was valued by her proprietor at upwards of two hundred 
pounds — ^was at once forgiven him, and the more cheer- 
fully, perhaps, because the coroner's jury at the inquest 
upon poor Robinson had expressed their conviction that 
so sanguinary an animal ought to be at once destroyed. 
Mr. Tredgold sent his politest compliments to the fore- 
man, and begged to assure him that the creature hcid 
been destroyed within four-and-twenty hours of the fatal 
occurrence; and in return the proprietor received the 
eulogiums of the county press for his ready sacrifice of 
his private interests to the general good of the human 
species. 

"My dear Arbour," observed Mr. Tredgold, some 
little time after the exhibition at the castle, but with the 
gracious expressions of royal approval yet ringing in his 
ears — "I trust you will never be dissevered from the 
establishment of Tredgold, late Trimming. I hope this 
golden beginning may be the earnest to you of a pro- 
longed career of successful experiments." 

Dick replied that he hoped that also ; albeit with some 
little insincerity, for the teaching of hoop-jumping to the 
fdifUB is not exactly an emplo3rment for extreme old age, 
nor what a sanguine mind looks forward to as the end 
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and crown of existence. Moreover, his Lucy might 
scarcely like the peripatetic character of such a domicile 
as the caravan, even if the Earthwoman (which did not 
seem probable) should turn out to be a sisterly and agree- 
able person to share a home with. 

"I am perfectly satisfied with you, Dick, perfectly 
satisfied," continued the proprietor, but at the same time 
casting a wistfiil look at the object of so complete an 
eulogy, *' only there are some bills here that I should 
like you to look at and say you would not mind." 

'^ To look at them and say I wouldn't mind," replied 
Dick, ^^well, that sounds easy enough, Fm sure. But as 
to putting my name to the back of them — ^if that is what 
you want — why, you must be aware, Mr. Tredgold, that 
I am a mere man of straw ^" 

''Why, bless my life, Dick, it's the posting-bills 1 
mean. You see, there is something in a name, whatever 
the poet says to the contrary. Now, Arbour airU a name ; 
or leastways, not a name for a blank wall in a leading 
thoroughfare. Robinson was the same^ poor fellow. 
Robinson would never have done for a draw for the 
general public Robinson the Invincible would have 
sounded next kin to nonsense. The Lion-hunter of 
Central Africa ought to have a title, as it were, suitable 
to that locality, eh ? Now, don't you think so ? Richard 
Arbour — ^you will excuse my freedom, Dick — is rather a 
foolish name. It don't stir your blood, like, when you 
see it printed, no matter how big one gets the type." 

Dick was compelled to admit that, so far as he knew, 
the appearance of his family name was not calculated to 
have an exhilaratmg effect upon the public. 

" Exactly," continued Mr. Tredgold ; " I knew you 
couldn't defend it for a moment Now, just look at 
this." He unrolled a posting-biU of the most gigantic 
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proportions. " Here's a conception for you 1 Here's a 
hit, although I says it as shouldn't say it, which, in the 
present juncture of circumstances, will be worth its weight 
in gold : 

Arborino the Invincible!!!!! mill 

If the space would have admitted of them, we would 
have had half a hundred notes of admiration instead of 
eleven. You can't read it, perhaps, at this short distance ; 
that's the beauty of it The public will have to retire 
half a mile off, in order to take all the letters in. That 
will be one of the great attractions. All the people 
walking backwards away from the wall in order to learn 
what it is all about The principal thoroughfares will 
be impeded ; the police will interfere ; the thing will get 
into the papers. Arborino the Invincible will be adver- 
tised, for nothing, through the length and breadth of the 
land. You're a devilish lucky fellow, Dick. I congratu- 
late you." 

It was with a rueful countenance that Dick eyed the 
shapeless rainbow of print — for every letter was a different 
colour— and vainly endeavoured to decipher his new and 
magnificent title. 

"You don't mindV^ expostulated Mr. Tredgold 
earnestly. '' I'm sure you are not the man to let the 
establishment suffer just for want of a couple of 
syllables." 

" No, I don't mind much, Mr. Tredgold." 

And from that moment, to the world at large, our Dick 
was known as Arborino. He became not only lion-hunter 
to the establishment, but presiding genius; director, 
prime-minister, and factotum of the proprietor himself. 
In conse<]uence of hi^ skilful care^ far fewer animals died 
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during the wmters than had been lost before. Beasts of 
the highest valae were purchased and parted with at a 
word of advice from him. When, in course of time he 
asked of Mr. Tredgold that a certain percentage of the 
increased profits, derived directly firom these services — 
and exclusive of the taming department — should be 
allotted to him, it was granted with a readiness that made 
him regret, perhaps, the modesty of his demand. His 
wants were few, his expenses trifling, and he had reasons 
of his own for saving money. It was no wonder, there- 
fore, that he soon possessed a considerable sum in hand. 
Mr. Tredgold's returns were large, but he was sometimes 
glad of a little ready cash, and Dick's was always at his 
disposal, for a consideration. With all this prosperity, it 
was creditable to the young man that hard word did not 
grow hateful to him, or, at all events, that he was never 
known to shirk it He was always ready to go through 
the dangerous drudgery of the lion-hunt to the minute, 
nor had Mr. Mopes once to spin out his lecture upon 
natural history because Arborino lingered in his caravan. 
Unless, indeed, business is to be considered a thing in- 
separably connected with folded papers, red tape, ugly 
waferstamps, mustiness, spectacles, and suspicion, the 
Family Scapegrace was turning out to be a very excellent 
business man. 

Tlie last duty — though Dick little knew it was to be 
the last — ^which fell to his lot while in Mr. Tredgold's 
establishment, was one that the majority even of 
lion-tamers might have hesitated to perform, Irithout 
disgrace, and which still fewer persons, with money in 
their purses, and the means of enjoying life, would have 
undertaken. 

The time was autumn, and the village where the 
establishment was remaining for a night was not veiy 
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£ur from that same Salterleigh, in Devonshire, where 
Dick had made his first acquaintance with it. The 
exhibition had long been closed, and night and earliest 
morning were competing in that hopeless struggle which 
the former still maintains in spite of so protracted an 
experience, when Dick was aroused from the heavy sleep 
which always weighed down his eyelids upon Saturday 
nights, by the Eanbman ejaculating his usual formulae 
with unwonted animation, and pressing upon him, by 
unmistakable signs, the loan of his bow and arrows. 
Dick declined the weapons, but was endeavouring to 
decipher his meaning, when in rushed Mr. Mopes, head 
foremost, with the startling information that the lions were 
out and the devil was to pay. 

" What lions ? " inquired Dick. 

"All of 'em," returned the natural history professor. 
"They're a-wandering about the town as common as 
cats." 

Without waiting to attire himself completely, but 
rather taking the Earthman for his model in that respect, 
Dick was out of the caravan and in front of his cages 
within the minute. 

"All the lions" that were "about the town," or else- 
where, were at once reduced by his personal inspection 
to two— Ajax, and another who had been put in the 
place of the defunct Semiramis. They had gnawed their 
way through the floor — the only portion of their apart- 
ment that was not sheathed with iron — like a couple of 
Baron Trencks, and were out for the night on some 
pleasant Devonshire ramble. In such a case, it was 
not likely that Mr. Tredgold would be very useful, and, 
indeed, upon being informed, from without, of what had 
occurred, that gentleman immediately rolled himself up, 
in his bedclothes, after the manner of a hedgehog, and so 
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remained in a torpor of terror; while his lady-wife, no^ 
less terrified, but thus left insufficiently provided with the 
same means of concealment, shut herself up, erect, in a 
cupboard. 

Neither would Mr. Mopes move in the matter, nor 
thcEarthman — ^who was the favourite food of lions in 
his own country — ^nor any other person in the establish- 
ment So lovg as the beasts were in their natural and 
proper places — ^namely, their cages— aigued the first 
gentleman, he, for his part, was ready to attend to them ; 
but since they had escaped therefrom into the world al 
large, they had placed themselves out of his jurisdiction : 
the matter resolved itself into a case of lion-hunting, 
wherein it was clear that lion-hunters were alone con- 
cerned. An inhabitant of the village who kept late 
hours had met the two animals in question — ^whom terror 
and his previous potations had magnified to eight — trotting 
tranquilly down the little High Street, and had started 
off at considerable speed, and in the reverse direction 
to that in which he had been previously going, to in- 
form Mr. Mopes, with the whereabouts of whose lodging 
he happened to be acquainted. The Earthman had heard 
and interpreted aright the cry of exultation that Ajax 
had indulged himself in upon setting his foot on the land 
of freedom. 

This was all the information that Dick could glean, 
before he started, with a couple of long strong cords 
about his middle, in pursuit of the formidable truants. 

Early as it was, the news had already percolated 
through a great part of the village, the inhabitants of 
which, in every variety of undress, were at their upper 
windows beseeching Dick to take away the lions out of 
their land, just as the knight-errants of old were impor- 
tuned in the case of dragons and other devastating 
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tHotisters. Upon his part, Dick besought the good folks, 
with some superfluousness, to remain within doors, and on 
no account to anger the creatures by missiles, or other- 
wise, if they chanced to return that way. The door of 
only one cottage was open — ^left so on the previous 
evening in consequence of the autumnal heat — ^wherein a 
bedridden old woman lay complaining that two of the 
biggest dogs she had ever seen had just been in and 
chased away her favourite black cat. 

"Are you quite sure they were not lions?" inquired 
Dick with anxiety. 

" Gad a mercy," exclaimed the old woman, " I dunno 
what they was ; but Til have the law on thee if thou 
belongest to them, and they have harmed my black cat." 

Ajax and his companion had indeed begun their 
holiday by giving chase to this insignificant animal, who 
had fled from her far-away and gigantic kindred into a 
neighbouring corn-field. Dick perceived the two pur- 
suers leaping up, ever and anon, above the standing crop, 
and the ripple of the com over their heads as they dashed 
along as through their native jungles. He had a difficulty 
just twice as great as that of Samson's before him, but one 
to be overcome less by the strength of Samson than by 
the cunning of Delilah. He had not even his trusty 
whip with him; but only a heart full of courage and a 
handful of cords. As soon as the lions saw him, they 
came springing and bounding over the tall ears towards 
him, as though they would say : ** Here we are ! Aint 
it jolly? Aint it prime? We'll have no more of that 
cage-work — any of us — ^will we ? I low glad we are that 
you take a similar view of the matter, and have come 
out to play with us." 

Then Dick lay down, and the unsuspecting lions with 
bimi and having treacherously fastened the two cords to 
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each of their four legs, respectively, he pulled them 
sharply together, and knotted the cords, whereby the 
majestic creatures were securely '^ hobbled." Then Mr. 
Mopes and other brave men came with flat boards, 
whereupon the hampered beasts were strongly bound, 
and so^ borne shoulder-high, though not altogether in 
triumph, back to their apartment, which was already 
securely refloored for their reception. 

Everybody was enthusiastic about Dick's courageous 
conduct, the veiy parish-clerk of the place being moved 
to confess that no similar feat had been performed in 
that neighbourhood for a series of years. Mr. Tredgold's 
gratitude was as overpowering as his previous fears had 
been, and he offered a quarter-share of his proprietorship 
to Dick on the spot, before breakfast Everything that 
mornings in short, seemed to point to the young man's 
becoming the king of lion-tamers, and enjoying a pro- 
longed and glorious reign — ^until the post came in with a 
letter for him. 

How often, at some apparently crowning point, does a 
change occur in men's fortunes 1 How often, at short 
whist, with all the honours in one's hand, and, as it seems, 
the game, a '^ cross ruff" or some other unexpected in- 
vention of the enemy gives them their one thing needful, 
the odd trick — ^for the enemy, that is to say the chances 
of life against us, are always *' at four." And then how 
we blindly rail at the less blind Fortuna, who is doing her 
very best, perhaps, for us after all, and is only takmgthe j 

first game away that we may win the succeeding two and 
the long odds i 

There would have been much repining in Dick's heart 
upon the receipt of this missive, on account of the 
inah^propcs time at which it called him away from the 
menagerie, had it not brought a bx deeper sorrow with 
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it — ^an apprehension for the life of her for whom alone he 
toiled and lived — ^which overwhelmed all other thoughts. 
The letter ran thus : — 

" Dearest Dick — We want you here — at once — ^im- 
mediately. There is one in this house, sick even unto 
death, perhaps, for whom (if I know you) you would 
sacrifice your right hand if it could smooth the pillow 
better than another's \ as it can. — ^Your loving 

" Maggie.'' 

This epistle was dated from the house of Mr. Mickle- 

ham, and left no doubt in Dick's own mind as to the 

identity of the person of whom his sister wrote so 

urgently. His beloved Lucy must indeed have been 

very ill to have excused Maggie for leaving her uncle, who 

in these last days could scarcely bear to let her out of 

his sight He knew this by previous letters both from 

Maggie and Lucy, who had kept him informed, too, of 

the influence which Mr. Frederick Charlecot exercised 

over the house, as well as of his marriage with Maria, 

which had taken place some few months back. But of 

late there had been a long and unwonted pause in their 

correspondence. In a tumult of apprehension, DirJ: 

packed a few clothes together, concluded certain business 

arrangements with his proprietor, and was off in a gig to 

the nearest railway station to catch the Sunday mail 

How long seemed that iron way! How tardy the 

flight of that ^'resonant steam eagle," which bore him, 

though it sped over valley and river, and dashed through 

rock and hill as bird could never do 1 When the train 

was exchanged for the cab, his impatience grew to 

fever-heat; he passed that portion of the journey half 

inside the vehicle, half out of the window, exhorting the 

coachman to drive fas^ and yet, when the well-known 
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house — dearest to him of all dwellings — ^was in view, ht 
durst not look at it ; for fear — ^as upon that awful morning 
in Golden Square — ^he should find that Death had been 
before him. 

Ere the cabman could ring, however, Maggie had 
opened the door, and kissing him fondly, whispered the 
answer to that question which he dared not put " Yes, 
dearest, you are in time, thank Heaven. But you must 
be prepared for a great change. Will you see any one 
else first, or go at once ^ 

" At once, at once," cried Dick, impatiently, and was 
hurrying up stairs to what had fonnerly been his dear 
Lucy's chamber, when Maggie called him back. 

" Nay, this way, brother," said she, opening softly a 
door on the hall-floor; " our invalid is here." 

The spare room had been made the sick-room, and, in 
its ample bed, there lay, propped up by pillows, and 
weak, and wan, and white, the scarcely recognisable 
form of Uncle Ingranu 
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CHAPTER XXXII. 

RECONCILED. 

If for an instant the deep shadow of sorrow flitted 
from the young man's brow, and his breath 
vas drawn inoie lightly, because his beloved 
one was safe and well, and another, where he had looked 
fi:»r her, was sick, it was for an instant only. Nothing 
but tender and eager pity was to be read on Richard 
Arbour's features after that first surprise. 

The spectacle before him might well indeed have 
moved a harder heart that had been more deeply wronged. 
Those firm, gray, flint-like eyes, wherefrom the impatient 
fire had often flashed, but from which no tear had been 
ever seen to fall, were now dull and filmy ; the cheeks 
were ghastly and sunk ; the large hands lay outside the 
counterpane, gaunt, thin, and motionless. An awful 
smile distorted one half of the face ; the other was all 
that was now left to represent the man, whose every 
muscle and lineament had been wont to play their part 
in setting forth the eneigy and strength within. By the 
bedside sat Mr. Mickleham, haggard and pale too, with 
an anxious solicitude in his gaze that gave place to a 
sorrowful smile of welcome to Dick, and then re- 
turned intenser yet, as though he reproached himself for 
even that momentary oblivion of his stricken friend jiij 
master. 
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^ Yon see he is not here^" murmured the sick man 
peevishly, with his eyes fixed upon the new comer. " I 
knew he wouldn't be : he never would do what he was 
told ; and why should he^ now that I am a beggar ? " 

The great strong-bearded man who had quelled 
lionsy fell down upon his knees beside the bed, and 
asked forgiveness, from this powerless, half-childish 
fellow-creature, for all the ungrateful wilfulness and dis- 
obedience that he had shown towards him during his 
past life. 

"Is this my Nephew Richard? Can it be Dick?" 
asked the old man with a quavering voice. '^ Wipe my 
eyes, William ; the sun gets to them through the blind. 
Please to wipe my eyes." And indeed there were no 
dry eyes in the room when Uncle Ingram spoke those 
words. 

" I can't shake hands with you, Dick — I am a litde 
weak from my late illness — ^but I forgive you alL You 
shouldn't have put the stone in the snowball, you know; 
you must see that now, Fm sure : I hope Dempsey is 
going on well." That name had not been mentioned in 
the Arbour family for more than ten years past, nor had 
it perhaps ever passed the old merchant's lips before. 
"But, then," continued he, apologetically, "that was 
nothing like the shame to the house. In all the papers, 
I dare say, by this time, is it not, William ? " 

The two male auditors were of opinion that the sick 
man was referring to the charge brought long ago 
against Dick in the case of Count Gotsuchakoff: but 
Maggie made a hasty gesture of silence, and answered 
for Mr. Mickleham: "Yes, uncle." She divined that 
he was contrasting in his mind the respective behaviours 
of Richard and Adolphus, and that his speech referred to 
a much later calamity, the suddenness of which had 
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brought on paralysis, and reduced him to his present 
pitiable condition. 

"You know all about it, I suppose, Dick," he went 
on ; "you must have heard it wherever you were. We 
are all beggars together now. I'm in the workhouse; 
this is the doctor ; that is the nurse. I have nothing to 
complain of, however — ^nothing. What right has a pauper 
got to complain of anything ? That is what I have always 
said. Adolphus plotted it all — ^all: he and his friend 
Mr. Ch-Ch-Ch '' 

" Dearest uncle,*' whispered Maggie, "try and sleep a 
little : you are exciting yourself about things that are all 
past and gone." 

"I like to talk to Dick," replied the sick man, 
drowsily, "though he does wear a beard like Mr. 
Ch-Ch-Ch '' 

The old man fell into one of those heavy slumbers, 
that are more like Death than Repose, in a vain endea- 
vour to articulate the name of the man who had ruined him. 

The house of Arbour had fallen with a tremendous 
crash, and there had been nothing saved for the owner 
out of the ruins. The liabilities of the firm might per- 
haps be met, but that was all that could be reasonably 
hoped for. The mighty snowball which Mr. Ingram 
Arbour had toilsomely pushed before him, increasing 
with its every revolution, up the long hill of life, had 
escaped his fingers, and rolled to the bottom broken in 
a thousand pieces. He was well aware that that 
Sisyphean labour was not such as could be undertaken 
anew at seventy-four, and the sudden consciousness of 
his helplessness had been too much for his already en- 
feebled frame. Mr. Mickleham*s house (for his own 
was inhabited at present by those become hateful to 
him) had been thrown open to him at once, as home and 
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hospital, but that gentleman's affaiiSy of coarse^ weie 
themselves stricken by the same blow which had rained 
his employer. 

'' I am poor enough for you now, dearest Dick," sobbed 
Lucy Mickleham, in the course of a charming intenriew 
which took place on his leaving his unde^s chamber : 
*' you needn't complain any more of my being so rich. 
My face is my fortune, like the poor little milkmaid's in 
the song I used to sing to you, and that's not half so 
plump nor so well worth looking at as it was — is it ? Did 
you ever see such eyes? " 

She pointed with a faiiy finger to the long lashes 
plentifully drenched with dew, and Dick replied, '' Never," 
widi enthusiasm. 

*^ We must all work now, as you do, Dick, and not be 
proud any more. Willy wants to do it all himself dear 
fellow; but I, for one, don't mean to let him. I can 
get seven-and-sixpence a piece for hand-screens of my 
own painting, such as this, at a shop I know of, and they 
tMt cost me seven-and-threepence to begin with, as he 
pretends they do." 

It was a pretty screen, representing the usual um- 
brageous landscape, but in the background there was a 
hermit's cell, which Dick's eye rapturously recognised as 
the idealised presentment of that garden bower which 
had witnessed their last parting. 

"That is mine," cried he ; "I will give four hundred 
pounds for it; that is mine for evermore;" and he 
seized the banner, albeit her little hand defended it gal- 
lantly, and only surrendered it under the dread compul- 
sion of a kiss. It was a long price to offer for the article, 
and one certainly much above its market value, but 
Dick considered the very struggle tQ obtain possession 
cheap at the money* 
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** There," cried he^ gaily, " we have now got something 
to furnish with. One cannot make a beginning too soon ; 
although, dearest Lucy" — and his voice sank, and his 
lOoklost its brightness as he said it — ''although there is 
many a weary year, I fear, lying between you and me." 

Lucy did not answer in words, but her face, with the 
sudden cloud upon it, and the raindrops gathering spoke 
for her, saying : ''Alas, and is this true, love ? I thought 
that since we were both so poor, we might both be 
happy." 

It was a terrible trial to Dick to have to tell her how 
far asunder they were yet ; but he did tell her all, for ho 
knew that she had a heart as brave as loving ; how tha^ 
even as matters had stood before, it was impossible that 
they could have married until he had put by money enough 
to do so, independently of his present profession, or had 
attained such a partnership in Mr. Tredgold's establish- 
ment as should do away with the necessity of the hazard 
of life and limb. She shuddered even to hear him talk 
of that Then what, reasoned he, would be her anxiety 
to see him encountering such apparent perils — for, in 
reality, there was little danger, he said— daily, nay, hourly ? 
Moreover, even if her father and brother should have 
consented to it, Dick himself, he owned, would no more 
have permitted wife of his to have accompanied the 
menagerie in its peregrinations, than would the Arch- 
bishops of York or Canterbury. Now^ it would be mere 
weakness to conceal from themselves, afifairs were even in 
a still less hopeful position. Besides their own necessities, 
it now devolved upon him to supply those of sick and 
ruined Uncle Ingram 

*' Dearest Dick," assented Lucy softly, with quite a 
radiance of approval shinij^g, rainbow-lik^, in her tea^ui 
eyes. 
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''And Maggie, too, our own dear, darling Maggie,** 
added Dick ; ''for well I know that you would scorn to 
think of me, did I dream of happiness while Maggie was 
within the reach of the cold hand of Want" 

"Dearest Dick," sobbed Lucy once again, partly be- 
cause she approved of his sentiments, and partly be- 
cause she took a great satisfaction in the mere utterance 
of that couple of words. 

Maggie's arms were round her as she spoke, or 
at least one of her arms, the other being in the custody 
of William Mickleham the younger, who accompanied 
her. 

" I beg your pardon, brother, for eaves-dropping," ob- 
served that gentleman laughing "but we only heard 
that concluding sentence of yours which concerned our- 
selves. It is very pleasant to be spoken of in that 
fiishion by friends behind one's back, and therefore 
Maggie cries about it Lucy and she always cry when- 
ever they are very much pleased It's a part of the con- 
trariness of their feminine natures. But Dick, my boy, 
you see you must leave your sister out of these kind 
calculations of yours. She and I are one, or shall be so 
in a little time, I trust ; and I have always had an ex- 
cellent knack of providing for Number i. Thank Heaven, 
too, we shall have something over, not only for our dear 
father, but for others also. Let us two, however, form 
ourselves at once into a committee of Ways and Means, 
if at least Lucy can spare you. She has only been talking 
to you two hours and a half at present, so it is scarcely 
to be expected that she can have communicated half her 
sentiments." 

"We have scarcely been half an hour!" exclaimed 
Lucy with virtuous indignation. 

There was a tell-tale dock in the room, so that even 
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Maggie herself was obliged to join in the mirth excited 
by this audacious statement 

" Well, I am sure that you and Willy," retorted Lucy, 
commencing that line of defence denominated the tu 
fuoque^ "are often hours and hours " 

"By-the-bye, I have quite forgotten Uncle Ingram's 
lemonade ! *' exclaimed his niece precipitately, as she ran 
out of the room, pursued, in her turn, by the laughter of 
the company. 

'* Of all the people who ever lived in a glas^-house, 
Willy," continued his sister, ''and yet persisted in throw- 
ing stones " 

" My dear Lucy," interrupted her brother, pityingly, 
''lam neither a mdon nor a cucmnber, and I live at 
Somerset House. Nobody knows what you mean, nor 
whom you are talking about. You will find her an 
excellent young person, doubtless, Dick, but flighty — 
certainly wh)at you call flighty. With regard to business 
matters, however, since she is determined to remain here 
and be present at our conference, she had better be the 
first to give in her schedule of available capital Item, a 
handscreen ^" 

" Willy, be quiet I" ejaculated Lucy, upon tiptoe, and 
endeavouring to close his provoking mouth with her 
little hand. 

"A screen painted half in oil and half in water-colours 
— ^for she was crying ^ 

" Ah, story-teller, what fibs I — ^what wicked fibs 1 *' 

" Crying all the time she was at it, just as though she 
had been working at an onion I and if s exceedingly like 
— only the scene is in Brittany, she says — ^the tool-house 
in our back-garden, where she and you, I believe—" 

Here Lucy set up a scream of positive terror, and 
puttmg her fingers into her ears, ran off, as Maggie had 
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done before her, scarlet, and left the two bread-winners 
to their conference upon Ways and Means. 

"The failure of the house is as bad as bad can be, 
Dick," began William gravely, '* and we may just as well 
look upon it as though it had never existed. Now, tell 
me at once, my dear fellow— in order that we may clearly 
see our way — ^how much, if anjrthing, can you calculate 
upon contributing to the common stock per annum? 
How much do you now make a-year, with your bear and 
your hurdy-gurdy? '* 

''Just now, and in my improved position, the profits 
of which are only just commencing,'' replied Dick, 
modestly, " I have something over three hundred a-year. 
I think, indeed — ^for my own expenses, living as I do in 
a house on wheels, are next to nothing — ^that I can easily 
spare that sum.** 

"The deuce you can!" exdaimed the government 
derk, in a tone of sublime astonishment ''Then all I 
have to say, Dick, is, do you happen to have a vacancy in 
your establishment? It is true that my own income is 
double yours, but then it has taken me five times the 
number of years to earn it" 

" I don't think you would quite like my mode of life," 
returned Dick, smiling, as he pictured to himself this 
scrupulously attired and rather self-complacent official 
amid the whirl of the lion-hunt " It would doubtless be 
as strange to you as Somerset House would be to me." 

" Dick," replied Mr. William Mickleham solemnly, 
"you are an impostor and a humbug. You have misled 
the World — ^you almost misled »w— to consider you a 

half-daft ne'er-do-weel, whereas By-the-bye, have 

you got any ready money in your possession, Dick ? " 

(" I am not sure," whispered the government clerk tq 
bimself, " that this isn't s^li moonshine aft^r 2^1") 
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iDick drew out of his small carpet bag a bunch of en- 
ormous keys, a tolerably large bale of tobacco, a pro- 
spectus of his own performances for that evening at 
Plymoutli, a drenching horn, and a banker's book. 

His futiu*e brother-in-law watched the appearance of 
these various articles with an interest unmixed with 
wonder, until his eyes lit upon the last 

" I should have been less astonished," murmured he 
aloud, " if I had seen the fellow with the Bible itself." 

" I always do carry a Bible," said Dick simply, produc- 
ing his mother's gift, and adding the volume to the hetero- 
geneous assemblage upon the table. 

"Please to draw a cheque," observed Mr. William 
Mickleham ; " do : when you have done that, the thing 
will have reached its climax. I am in a dream at 
present It is the transformation scene of a pantomime, 

only reversed. You were the clown ; you are Why, 

what's this for — these cheques for six and for four hundred 
pounds ? " 

" The one is for Uncle Ingram ; for that money he 
sent to me was never mine, but lies to my account at his 
banker's. The other is for value received," replied Dick. 
" It belongs to Lucy properly, but now it's yours, as her 
share and that of my uncle of the common expenses, past 
and future, of the household. I settled accounts with 
Tredgold yesterday, before I came away, and this was the 
balance in my favour." 

The imegotistic simplicity with which Dick gave this 
hopeful schedule of his pecuniary affairs, and the entire 
absence of any consciousness that he was doing more 
than what was perfectly just and reasonable, filled the 
government clerk with an admiration that he rarely 
allowed himself to entertain for any man save one. 

" Do you know, Dick, that I consider you one of the 
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finest fellows with whom I have ever had the honour of 

shaking hands ? ^ 

'' Ahybut yon should see me with my crown of feathers 
and my leopard's skin," returned the beast-tamer, laughing 
bitterly; ''then I'm fine indeed." 

'' It will be better ^en we can di^)ense irith those 
omamentSi certainly," answered the odier; ''although, 
indeed, they are no more to be ashamed of than the 
ermine of the judge or the lawn.of the bishop. Even 
wisdom and piety must needs wear trappmgs to dazzle 
the crowd in this world." 

"Thank you, brother," replied Dick sadly, " for trying, 
for my sake, to persuade yourself of that I cannot per- 
suade mysdf of it My dear Lucy knows the wors^ 
thank Heaven, and is content to bide her time for me. 
But it's a dreadful thing, William, to be the Scap^;race 
of a family, after alL" 

The young man covered his swarthy fiu:e with his 
hands and groaned aloud. 

The government derk, who would never have suffered 
his own feelings to have thus exhibited themselves in ano- 
ther's presence, was almost as much scandalised as touched 

"Take some water, Dick; take some brandy and 
water, my good fellow. Take a turn in the garden — 
think of somethmg else, if you can. Why, there's a 
letter for you — a letter from France — ^which arrived this 
veiy morning an hour before yotu^elf, only we foigot to 
give it to you." 

" Tes," replied Dick, recovering himself, and breaking 
the seal, "I know who it comes from" (for he forgot 
that no letter upon business could have possibly reached 
his present address); "it's from the Jar din des Plantes^ 
about the exchange of a giraffe for— Gracious 
Hca\ en ! where is my dearest Lucy ? " 
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**Iii tlie dining-room, in your uncle's room, out in 
the tool-house — what does it matter where she is?— 
you can tell me your news, I suppose, in the meantime. 
Have they elected you Emperor of the French by uni- 
versal suffrage ? / shouldn't wonder. What is it^ 
Dick?" 

"It's for Lucy first," cried Dick, in accents lialf 
choked with emotion; '4t's for Lucy and Maggie first; 
and no ears shall hear it before theirSi*^'' 





CHAPTER XXXIIL 

THE BEOIMNIVG OF A HONEYMOOK. 

HAVE spoken of the old merchant's undone 
work as Sisyphean, and indeed the great house 
of Arbour had Men much as a huge stone is 
toppled from the summit of a hilL There was a brief 
period of indecision, when it rocked, and hung, and hesi- 
tated upon the brink of the steep, and then down it 
went, '' knicketty knock," like the pebble in Carisbrooke 
Well It was a case of Crisis, Crash, Crash, Crash, and 
Company, fix>m the moment that Mr. Adolphus and his 
ingenious fnend got the chief management of the concern 
into their own hands. One thing only had too confiding 
Uncle Ingram stickled for before that happened; he had 
insisted that the highly connected and desirable Mr. 
Charlecot should, before takbg any active part in the 
busmess, espouse the mature Maria: perhaps from a 
shadow of suspicion that even a gentleman of his sagacity 
and disinterestedness might need a family tie at once to 
steady and to stimulate him; or perhaps from that last weak- 
ness of commercial, as well as other minds, which derives 
satisfaction from being connected with aristocracy. The 
wedding, which took place at Rose Cottage, was, by the 
express desire of the bridegroom, as quiet and yet solid 
an affair as though he had been a German sovereign con- 
tracting a morganatic marriage. He was, he said, 
ashamed to confess that it would be useless to invite his 
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high-bom but prejudiced relatives to that interesting 
ceremony; that the Faubourg St. Germain must needs 
be separated for the present from Darkendim Street by an 
impassable gulf, although he did not despair of one day 
carrying his wife in triumph to the ancestral arms — z, 
merchant princess, whom it would be as absurd to con- 
found with vulgar trade, as to mix up the earls of Zetland 
or Balcarres with the small-coal line. 

On the morning of the marriage, Uncle Ingram be- 
stowed a splendid trousseau, and the promise of ten 
thousand pounds after his death, upon Maria, but only 
her own portion of six hundred pounds for the present 
The airy mirth with which Mr. Frederick Charlecot re- 
ceived that bagatelle of a cheque would have been worth 
twice the money to an actor of genteel comedy. He 
crumpled it up, and thrust it into an outside pocket, as 
though it had been driving-gloves, to the great scandal 
of his future uncle, and the absolute terror of Mr. John 
Arbour, attomey-at-law, whose sympathies were easily 
excited at the prospect of anybody's losing money, one 
shilling of which might otherwise, by possible chance, 
have come his way. 

" Six hundred pounds ! my beloved Maria," laughed 
the bridegroom merrily; "and I would nol have had it 
one penny more for worlds. It charms me immensely 
— I like it — it is so characteristic. What delight it 
would give to my lady-mother if she only knew it * It 
serves Fred right,* she would say; *it is just what he 
deserves.' " 

" He gave me fifty pounds, however, Frederick, beside 
my trousseau,*' remarked Maria apologetically, although 
she was by no means so tickled with the diminutiveness 
of her portion as was \itsfiand. 

"Did he indeed? Was he so generous?" observed 

z 
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the bridegroom carelessly. ''Shall I carry it for you, 
dearest ? It will be safer with me thaD you." 

''No, I thank you," returned Maria decisively; '*I 
have been always accustomed to take care of my own 
money m3rsel£" 

Over Mr. Charlecofs expressive countenance there 
passed an angry shadow, to which the eye of even about- 
to-be-wedded love could not be blind. Was it then pos- 
sible, thought the lady, that this light-hearted, impulsive, 
briUiant being that had dropped at her feet as from the 
skies, had a will of his own ! It was then of the last 
importance that she should intimate to him at once 
that he was not to exercise it An hour or two, however, 
was yet wanting to that ceremony, not till after which the 
great question of '' Who shall be master ? " can be satis- 
£u:torily settled; so she temporised, like a judicious 
general who is expecting reinforcements, and in the 
meantime declines the offer of battle. 

'' What can you want my fifty-pound note for, dearest 
Fred?" 

^ To give to the postiUions," returned that gentleman 
curtly, with a laugh that was not altogether good-natured. 
'' You make as much fuss about it as though it were fifty 
thousand" 

A conversation likewise took place between the bride- 
groom and one of his new brothers-in-law that same morn- 
ing, which was not perhaps quite consonant with the 
ceremony that was about to unite them in the bonds of 
mutual relationship and confidence. Mr. John Arbour, 
who was not a little afiiaid of his high and fashionable re- 
lative, had managed to secure his coat-button, if not his 
attention, in the garden for a few minutes, under the pre- 
tence of needing his tasteful aid in the selection of a 
bouquet for Maria. 
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" I say, Charlecot, my dear fellow, I want to say just 
half-a-dozen words to you upon business *^ 

" Not to-day, my dear, John," replied the bridegroom ; 
"surely not to-day of all days. Let foiu*-and-twenty 
hours at least be devoted to Love, Champagne, Aspira- 
tions, and foiu* horses at full gallop. The late lamented 
Samuel Johnson used to observe that the being whirled 
rapidly through the air in a post chaise was one of the 
most delightful of sensations ; how much more charming 
then must such a recreation be, when your companion in 
that vehicle is beauty, youth, and " 

" Yes," interrupted the other drily, " I dare say it is, 
and I sincerely hope you may find it so — ^although, for 
the matter of that, Maria is not a chicken. But what 
I wanted to say to you was this, for I have been talk- 
ing to Adolphus about it, and he refers me to you. 
Now, you know I don't doubt either of you in the 
least I have the very highest confidence in you both, 
especially in you, my dear fellow; but you must be 
aware with regard to your business relations with Uncle 
Ingram " 

"I beg your pardon for interrupting you," observed 
Mr. Frederick Charlecot with a sweet smile, " but youVe 
actually gathering hollyhocks. Hollyhocks are the very 
last flowers — ^with the single exception, perhaps, of sun- 
flowers — which are adapted for wedding bouquets. 
Roses 1 ah ! that's much better ! " 

" I was about to say," continued Mr. John Arbour, in 
a harsh and grating tone, as though he were sharpening 
his voice, "that you know, as well as I, that Uncle 
Ingram is not so wise as he used to be by a good deal, 
and that you and Adolphus can wind him about your 
little fingers. Now, I myself am a quiet contented fellow 
enough, but " 
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**A thousand pardons," interposed Mr. Charlecot 
silkily, ''but, doubUess in a moment of inadvertence, you 
have again gathered a couple of hollyhocks/' 

** Oh, hang your hollyhocks," returned the other, purple 
with rage. 

*^ They are not my hollyhocks, my dear John," returned 
Mr. Charlecot coolly. ''As a person whose profession 
must needs accustom him to use the most accurate 
definitions of property, your looseness of style amazes 
me. You are in a passion, too, which renders you quite 
unfit for the calm discussion of business matters. What 
you would say, however, as far as I can gather from your 
excited manner, is this : you distrust — ^absoluely distrust 
—your own brother, and the influence he is able to 
exercise over your unde; and now that I am about to 
be made a partner in the firm, you begin to entertain a 
doubt even of myself connected though I am about to 
be with you by the most sacred tie. Such a suspicion is 
cruel and unjust in a very high degree, and pains my 

sensitive nature more than I can express I 

wouldn't put sage in that nosegay, John, if I were you, 
for though a thing justly estimated for the stuffing of 

ducks — ^thank you It pains me, I say, although I 

confess, your feelings are not altogether imnatural : you 
would like, of course, my dear John, to be made a 
partner yourself." 

" I insist upon being made so. Sir, or I will expose the 
whole concern. I will show how Adolphus and yourself 
for your own ends, and to the exclusion of his other 
lawful kindred, have practised upon an old man of waning 
and enfeebled powers—^ — ** 

" This is eloquence, genuine eloquence, my dear John, 
and I did not think you had it in you. ' Waning and en- 
feebled powers — * good There he is^ my good Sir, lean- 
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ing upon Adolphus's arm at this veiy moment You had 
better go and tell him, at once, the opinion which you have 
formed concerning the state of his mmd.'' 

Mr. John Arbour bit his b'ps, but stopped where he 
was. He had not yet worked himself up to such a pitck 
of virtuous indignation as could induce him to take a 
step so perilous as that 

**Now, look here, my sagacious young friend," con- 
tinued Mr. Charlecot candidly; "just listen to me. I 
am not a man to do an act of Quixotic friendship even 
for you; but I am quite ready to benefit you, or any 
other fellow-creature, if you make it worth my while to 
do so. Your brother is strongly opposed to your being 
admitted into partnership with us; I am opposed to it 
also, because the less number of persons there are to 
share certain profits, the greater are the individual gains. 
It is true that, in this case, the gains will in all probability 
be enormous, but the tendency of the human mind is not 
upon that account at all the less inclined to be exclusive. 
Still, a paltry sum like this which I hold in my hand — 
some six hundred pounds, I say, in ready money — if paid 
to-day, paid now, to me — ^ridiculous as is the dispropor- 
tion which it will bear to the ulterior benefits you will 
derive fi:om the investment — ^would make me take quite 
a different view of this matter. I would represent that 
view to Adolphus. Yom* uncle would be led to look 
on the thing in a new light, and the house of Arbour^ 
Arbour, and Charlecot would open its paternal arms to 
another brother. You would not look for a lion's share 
of the profits of course, but you shall have that of a lion 
cub's." 

'< I have only five hundred pounds of ready money in 
the world, Sir,** responded the other doggedly. " Your 
proposition is iniquitous and grasp-^ ^" 
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"Not grasping, no," ejaculated Mr. Charlecot hastfly; 
'' whatever you call it, John, you shall never call it grasp- 
ing. Five hundred pounds paid to me by cheque this 
morning will do, my fiiend. I believe you, when you 
tell me you have not a penny more. I can't conceive, 
for my own part, how you could have ever managed to 
put by so much. I am afraid you must have denied 
yourself many luxuries. There it is that you exclusively 
business men have the pull over men like me. You have 
such extraordinary powers of forbearance in your 
personal expenditures. Now, I can never deny myself 
anything. I can't do it — and indeed I don't try. If I 
have this money, then, before I start, I pledge you my 
word that you shall be admitted into the concern with 

the rest of us. If not But why should we picture 

to our minds unpleasant alternatives? You are willing^ 
and we are agreed. This day, then, has given to me a new 
commercial relation, in addition to those connections by 
marriage whom I had already reckoned upon." 

Nevertheless, the expression upon Mr. John Arbour^s 
fEtce was not quite fraternal as he stepped indoors to 
write that cheque ; while as for the wedding bouquet, he 
had picked it to pieces hollyhocks and all 

The happy pair departed from the cottage without any 
of that efiiision of tears which mars so many bridals, and 
at the risk of being convicted of a want of delicacy, we 
propose to accompany them upon their blissful travel 
The house in Golden Square had been placed at their 
service for a fortnight — half a honeymoon being con- 
sidered ample in the case of a bride so serious and a 
bridegroom so newly dedicated to commerce; and 
thither Mr. and Mrs. Frederick Charlecot hurried, borne 

upon the wings of well, it was the Limited Express at 

alL events, and carried them over fifty miles within the hour. 
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To the mind of any youth — ^and Mr. Chailecot was 
but eight-and-thirty, which is youth in the marriage 
market except in the case of such impetuous lunatics 
as wed upon three hundred a-year — ^it surely ought to 
have been a pleasant and exhilarating journey. Nor do 
we wonder that Maria looked blacker than usual, when, 
upon that her nuptial morning her husband purchased 
the Times and Punch at the railway station, as though 
he conjectured the way would be a little tedious. And 
yet, although the bridegroom kept that broad sheet 
spread before his face during the greater part of the dis- 
tance, it is but fair to state, that he was by no means 
occupied with its contents. The fact was, he did not 
wish his countenance to be too nearly scrutinised by 
the penetrating glances of his Maria. Incredible as it 
may seem, in the case of one who had eleven hundred 
pounds in his pocket, and the prospect of untold wealth 
about to accrue to him, Mr. Frederick Charlecot's mind 
was far from being tranquil. It had been a blessed 
relief to him when, at the commencement of the journey, 
a near-sighted and nervous young clergyman had taken 
his place in their cou^ and began the perusal of the 
Guardian^ unconscious of the withering indignation 
displayed in the countenance of the bride ; and when 
that divine had awakened to a sense of his situation, 
and precipitately left the carriage at the next station, 
Mr. Frederick Charlecot yearned after him, as he was by 
no means wont to do after clerical persons. Two hours 
before, as was seen in the matter of the fifty-pound note, 
he had been half inclined to carry matters with a high 
hand ; but now that the knot was tied, he seemed quite 
submissive, and content to play second fiddle in that 
just commencing matrimonial duet — z, mere slave of the 
ring 
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''What makes you dully my Frederick?" demanded 
Maria, as soon as the obnoxious intrader had made his 
escape. '' Is it possible that you have any care unknown 
to me ? " 

" No, love, certainly not ; that is ^" 

"/ know, my own pet," intemipted the lady tri- 
umphantly : '' the eye of woman's love can iathom 
deeper far than you imagine 1 " 

Mr. Frederick Charlecot looked exceedingly uncom- 
fortable at this mysterious speech, and waited apprehen- 
sively for more. 

''You are thinking about your own family connections, 
Frederick, and of the impediments that lie in the way of 
introducing them to your beloved wife." 

" Heavens and earth," ejaculated the bridegroom, wip- 
ing his forehead, " that was the very thing I was thinking 
of, and nothing else." 

" Ah, Frederick, you underrate the discernment of us 
poor women, no less than our independence of character. 
We are not ambitious of social elevation ; we are not in- 
fluenced by mere rank and wealth. If I were in your 
position, small thought of inequality between us would 
arise in my bosom. To love and to be loved, is all we 
women ask ; and it is nothing to us whether the object 
of our affections be low or high bom, so long as he is 
well principled and devout" 

'' I am truly gratified, my dearest Maria, to hear you 
express such sentiments," returned Mr. Charlecot, with an 
admiration such as he rarely bestowed upon Maria's 
moral reflections. " I, too, for my own part, care no- 
thing for diese artificial distinctions. Here we are at 
London, however — a city, by-the-bye, teeming with such 
narrow and miserable prejudices. I have ordered % 
carriage and pair to meet us at the station, that we 
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may not be mixed up with the tnob of jostling cab-' 
seekers." 

In that exclusive equipage the bride an*! bridegroom 
were whirled genteelly away to Golden Square. A 
maid-servant — ^not the same who had attracted the 
young affections of Adolphus — opened the door, and 
Mrs. Trimming was not, as usual, in the hall to receive 
the visitors. Splendidly attired, but a trifle paler than 
usual, that lady was nervously awaiting their arrival in 
the dining-room. She cast her arms affectionately around 
Maria, who endured her embrace with complacency, but 
without returning it — precisely as if she was having a 
new shawl tied on — and then, to that young lady's intense 
horror, transferred her caresses to the cheek and 
shoulders of Mr. Frederick Charlecot 

*'Mrs. Trimming," ejaculated the outraged bride, 
"this is a liberty which can never be permitted to a 
person in your position." 

** What I Have you not told her, Dick ? " said the old 
lady, reproachfully. " Have you not had the courage to 
own your poor old mother ? " 

" His mother i " shrieked Maria, turning straw colour 
— ^which was as pale as her complexion permitted — and 
sinking backwards upon the sofa. 

"Pardon me, dearest," exclaimed Mr. Charlecot, or 
Jones, or Trimming, throwing himself on his knees 
beside her — "pardon this lover's stratagem. Rather 
than lose you, I would have pretended to have been the 
Prince of Wales." 

"Forgive him, my dear daughter, for such jOMart 
now, and it can't be undone," cried Mrs. Trimmmg; "he 
is a husband that any woman may be proud o^ no matter 

who she be. The handsomest, bravest, kindest 

But there, I shall leave you together to make it up^ 
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which you will* do all the better for the absence of an 
old woman like me/' 

She left the room, but Maria remained perfectly still, 
more like a lady of distinction lying in state than a bride 
with her groom at her feet; though Mr. Richard Jones, 
to do him justice, was eloquent enough by this time — ^the 
consciousness of having committed a felony, by marrying 
under an assumed name, stimulating, doubtless, his desire 
for a reconciliation 

"To love and to be loved," whispered he, "is all 
that / ask now, my queen. What does it matter, to 
use your own beautiful and touching language, dearest 
Maria, whether the object of our affection is of high or 
low degree ? It is true, I have deceived you, but no one 
needs to know it except yourself and my mother. I have 
the manners, the feelings, the capacity for business — 
all that made up the Frederick Charlecot I assumed to 
be, in short, except the name. That name I can con- 
tinue to bear. Say, then, that you forgive yoiu: own dear 
penitentFrederick — letf me seal that forgiveness upon these 
lovely lipsJ by one fond kiss." 

If he had suited the action to the word in a proper 
fashion ; if he had been as rapid in the execution of the 
matter as in the talking about it; if he had saluted the 
beloved object with an eagerness at all proportioned to 
the circumstances of the case — it is possible that all might 
yet have been pardoned hiuL But, hovering over the 
lady's unattractive features as he did, not so much like a 
bee over a flower as a gentleman who stands upon the 
brink of the ice in his first skates, she suddenly started 
up with a shrill cry of rage, and administered such a box 
upon his ears, with her virgin hand, as made them ring 
again. 




CHAPTER XXXIV. 

THE MOUSE ASSISTS THE LION-(hoNTER). 

|ROM the first moment that Mrs. Trimming in- 
formed her son of the disagreements in the 
Arbour family, and of the characteristics of the 
young man who would, probably, sooner or later, succeed 
to his uncle's wealth, Mr. Richard Trimming, alias Jones, 
alias Charlecot, had nourished the idea of aggrandising 
himself at the expense of her master. He had at first 
intended to introduce himself to the domestic circle by 
means of Dick, of whose boyish heart, as we have seen, 
he soon made easy conquest ; but finding that favour was 
not to be gained by that road, he had dropped the young 
gentleman's acquaintance (until it was once more forced 
upon him), although, perhaps, not without some regret 
Thorough scamp, indeed, and selfish profligate as this 
man was, he was not altogether heardess. There were 
more elements of good in him than in his wife or in his 
brothers-in-law, Adolphus and John, who would each 
have committed their felonies with less compunction than 
himself, except for the penalties which the law and 
society have attached to such acts. Save for that vis- 
cous but inexplicable attachment which had existed 
between Maria and her eldest brother — a mere adapta- 
tion to double harness of that cart-rope with which they 
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equally drew iniqaity — ^not one of those three had the 
kast affection, friendship, or r^;ard for a single fellow- 
creature. Now, Mr. Richard Trimming had, in reality, 
certain genial sympathies, although his love for himself 
outweighed all other considerations wholly. He was 
fond of his mother, although he deceived and pillaged 
her ; and of Luddora, whom he had ruined, and whose 
wrongs he had just put it out of his power to ever re- 
dress. Without this attraction and capacity for love, he 
would have been comparatively harmless. Up to that 
present hour, he had kept his undisputed place in the 
hearts of those two women, and used his influence there 
for ill He had persuaded his poor doting mother, from 
the first, into secrecies and deceptions entirely foreign to 
her character, until at last — ^but always with the notion 
that her Richard would be a prize to repay the fortunate 
possessor for anything that was lacking else — she had 
connived at his scheme of manying her master's daughter 
under false pretences and a borrowed name. From such 
a height of doting fondness did she regard him, that the 
wilful and eccentric motions of this Will-of-the-Wisp son 
of hers were, from her point of view, almost unobserv- 
able; and the infatuated woman would scarcely have 
conceded a greater constancy to the polestar itself. He 
had so thoroughly inoculated her with that idea of his 
being such a '' precious high fellow," that she was far 
from surprised at his seeking an alliance in a rank of life 
so superior to his own, and, not without difficulty, had 
been persuaded by him that any dissimulation on his part 
was necessary for the attainment of that object As for 
Miss Maria, she was conscientiously convinced that that 
young lady ought to be thankful indeed. 

Of Lucidora — of whom^ by-the-by^ that other lady 
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had never heard, and never did hear, so ignorant are we, 
from first to last, of the real modes of life, and springs of 
action, even of those who are dearest and most familiar 
to us — ^with still greater truth than of Mrs. Trimming 
might it be said that she had loved not wisely but too 
welL To the mother, the knowledge of the real charac- 
ter of her darling had been mercifully denied, nor did 
she ever behold her Richard as he was, but only a cer- 
tain splendid mirage of the man, which no familiarity 
nor near approach could dissipate. His mistress was 
doomed to learn in spite of herself how nearly allied can 
fickleness and fondness be ; how selfish may be the heart 
that is not callous, and what tortures it may designedly 
inflict without being cruel. Since she learned all this, 
and more, without learning not to love the man, it is no 
wonder that this woman should have been touched, as 
has been seen, by the sorrows of young Richard Arbour. 
Her first serious quarrel with Mr. Jones was upon that 
lad's account — ^when she told him of his mother's illness, 
and thereby induced him to leave the photogiaphee's — 
and the ill treatment she received in consequence of it, 
doubtless augmented her interest in his future welfare. 
A sudden access of prosperity, for which he was indebted 
to Fortune, through the humble but rapid medium of a 
dice-box, enabled Mr. Jones to repair to Paris, in the 
character of Mr. Frederick Charlecot, coincidently with 
the visit of Adolphus Arbour to that city — ^an opportunity 
thus offering itself to the Adventurer, for the first time, of 
obtaining that young gentleman's confidence. Their 
meeting in the caf(£ was planned by the former before- 
hand, whose ready mind had also previously possessed 
itself of the most delicate intricacies of the china trade. 
Mr. Charlecot did not speak falsely, although he meant 
to do so. when he declared himself to be mentally quali- 
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fied for a man of business. The billiard-sharper^ meDa> 
gcrie-kceper, peripatetic lecturer^ photographee> and gen- 
tleman of £ashiony could doubtless have performed the 
rdU of dealer in earthenware, so far as brains were con- 
cerned, as well as any other. He had in reality only 
adopted the speculative schemes of Adolphus, although 
disguising them, by extension and improvement, so that 
their original inventor was but so far conscious of the 
plagiarism, as to be flattered by the consideration given 
to his own ideas by so great a commercial genius. Per- 
haps by this time Mn Charlecot had got to believe in 
those plans himself, the hazardous nature of which was 
exactly suited to his reckless character. He certainly 
entertained no intention of ruining the Arbour family — of 
killing his geese with the golden eggs — ^but was anxious 
enough to enrich them, since by that means he enriched 
himself likewise. 

Lucidora, however, who had so often seen Mr. Jones's 
schemes miscarry, and the precious metals mdt in those 
spendthrift hands, as soon as they reached them, was 
well aware of what was certain to happen to the house 
of Arbour if Mr. Frederick Charlecot should obtain any 
powerful voice in its management She had absolutely 
refused to aid in his machinations, or even to remain 
quiescent, unless she should satisfy herself of Adolphus 
Arbour's hostili^ to Dick. li^ when he entered that 
sumptuous chamber in the Hotel Gilbert, the young man 
had betrayed but one touch of tenderness towards his 
outcast brother, it might have saved him and his house 
from ruin and disgrace. The infatuated woman was not 
such a slave to her companion that she would have let 
him harm the friends of the lad she loved so well and 
purely. But if they were not his firieiKls ! Mr. Frederick 
Charlecot permitted her to assure herself upon that point. 
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being well convinced that he might do so with perfect 
safety. No arguments of his own could have influenced 
the impulsive Lucidora so decisively against the young 
merchant, as that denial of the very existence of his 
brother heard from his own lips. From that momenti 
she assisted his bewitchment and subjugation by all 
means within her power. She was content to remain in 
Paris alone and friendless, and in lodgings very different 
from those of the Hotel Gilbert, while Mr. Frederick 
Charlecot prosecuted his commercial undertakings at 
Rose Cottage. He had promised her to find some oppor- 
tunity of permanently befriending Dick, and of promoting 
meanwhile, as much as possible, his interests, and those 
of his Sister Maggie, with their estranged uncle. We 
have seen how little this man kept his word with her in 
these respects, and how, forgetting what he owed to the 
poor girl, who had sacrificed herself weakly and guiltily, 
but still for Mnty he had deliberately plotted for the hand 
of Maggie first, and afterwards of her Sister Maria. Not 
until the day before his marriage had he mustered courage 
to write and inform Lucidora of the step he was about to 
take. He did not attempt to exculpate himself in the 
leasts but heaping upon his own head the sackcloth and 
ashes of invective, bade her at once disclose, if she 
pleased, his real name and position, which would only 
entail, he admitted, a just punishment for his perjuries 
and desertion in his utter and immediate ruin. 

Mr. Richard Trimming did not boast himself without 
some reason of his knowledge of the hearts of those with 
whom he had to deal Lucidora read that letter in her 
Parisian garret without one thought of revenge. She sat 
with it open in her hand, staring at it with a fixed blank 
gaze for hours, although the words were engraven upon 
her mind, and needed no reperusaL No tear welled up 
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to her eyes ; the very fouotain of tears had been trodden 
out by those cruel feet of his ! Disgraced, deserted, 
guilty, the poor girl never dreamed of injuring the wretch 
who had thus cast her off; not through tenderness fo« 
him — that feeling, deep-rooted as it had been, was plucked 
up now, never to rise in her heart again — ^but rather from 
her loathing of so base a creature. Her lips could not 
have formed his name although their doing so should 
have been able to blast him like an evil charm. She 
shuddered as she wrote it upon the blank envelope re- 
endosing that five-pound note of his — "all he could, 
unfortunately, spare at present," and with which he after- 
wards purchased a very handsome meerschaum. From 
that hour, she never left her attic — ^where she now sup- 
ported herself with her needle — except to purchase food, 
and to peruse, for a few minutes every day, the English 
journals. She was looking for something in their Com- 
mercial Intelligence, and at last her eye encountered that 
it sought 

Then she went home, arrayed herself in her best — 
wherein, however, she looked like the mother of the 
Lucidora of a few months back, so deeply does Time set 
his autograph when trouble guides his pen — ^and took her 
way to the hotel of one of the imperial ministers. This 
gentleman was unknown to her; she had never even seen 
him ; but she had confidence that he would both give her 
audience, and grant her prayer. She had always heard 
of him as one of those few admitted to the imperial 
councils in whom the people also reposed a trust The 
situation of a warm friend of liberty, such as he was 
known to be, in the court of the emperor, was strange 
and anomalous enough, but it was not unparalleled. His 
own party were understood for certain valid reasons to 
acquiesce in it He by no means concealed those 
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opinions which had at one time made him obnoxious 
enough to the rulers of France, but on the contrary, was 
supposed to give no little effect to them. Louis Napoleon, 
it is said, is not at all times averse to take the advice of 
an enemy; nor was the expedition to Italy one likely to 
be planned in the brain of a despot or at the suggestion 
of mere courtiers. Let this be as it may, however, the 
Count de Crespigny was an imperial minister, powerful 
and yet popular; and his hotel was in consequence 
besieged by suitors. Precedence being, as usual, ac- 
corded to ladies, Lucidora found herself in the presence 
of the count far sooner than if she had belonged to the 
less privileged sex. He was seated at a massive table in 
the middle of a vast apartment, which to some might 
seem scantily furnished for the reception-room of a mi- 
nister; to others, as admirably adapted for interviews 
which, although public, were not intended to be over- 
heard by eaves-droppers. 

The count regarded Lucidora with a grave but kindly 
look, and bade her, in the English tongue, be seated. 

" You have a reputation for not forgetting an obliga- 
tion. Sir," said she ; " I am come to remind you of a 
debt that is still left unrepaid." 

"To you. Madam, then I trust," replied the French- 
man gallantly. 

" No, Sir; not to me. To Richard Smith, who, while 
an apprentice at a barber's near Leicester Square ^*' 

"I remember," interposed the count; "his real name 
was Arbour, was it not? He was acquitted on a charge of 
abetting the death of a certain Russian, in consequence 
of a representation from this country. He was an honest 
lad, and I have a great kindness for him. After he was 
released from the police court, he returned, I understood, 
to his own friends." 
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^ He had no friends. Sir, or at least none who could 
help him. The murder ^ 

''There was no murder/' remarked the count quietly. 

'' The execution, then, of this Russian, and the lad's 
appearance in the police court in connection with it, were 
the means of the poor bo/s ruin. His uncle and femily 
disowned him. He has been wandering about the countxy 
ever since in the humblest employment — a beast-tamer in 
a travelling menagerie." 

" And why did you not inform me of these imhappy 
circumstances before, Madam ? " 

" Because, Sir, when he had only himself to provide 
for, he would have preferred to have done so unassisted; 

at least, I think that, with regard to yourself ^ 

Lucidora hesitated and coloured. 

"Fray, proceed, Madam; the poor lad had perhaps 
some prejudice against me." 

"He loved you, Sir, before the — the execution of 
the Russian gentleman — the statement concerning 
which was put into my own hands by some unknown 
person at the doors of the police court; but since that 
time '' 

"He shrunk from me, you would say, as from an 
assassin, or at least from an executioner. Ignorant as he 
vras of the nature of the circumstances, I cannot blame 
him for that I say to you for his ear, what I would say 
to no other woman living — ^but you, like him, I read, are 
to be trusted — ^that he need disturb himself upon that 
account no longer. It so chanced that another hand 
than mine performed its duty upon the occasion of which 
we speak. I owe him that confession, at least" 

" He will be truly glad to hear it. Sir, I am sure. He 
is now in evil plight enough. The father of the young 
lady to whom he is engaged is reduced in circumstances 
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by the failure of the young man's uncle, in whose service 
he was chief clerk." 

^'I remarked the stoppage of the house but yesterday 
evening," said the count; ''the name attracted me.'' 

^' If then, Sir, it lies in yoiu* power, as I doubt not it 
does, to assist Richard Arbour, I leave you in the con- 
fidence that he will not be foigotten i '' 

'' I thank you. Madam, for your good opinion, and J 
should be glad to prove myself worthy of it We have, 
however, but few places, I fear, such as Englishmen can 
filL You say that he has been accustomed to the care 
of wild animals ; well ; I will see what can be done for 
him. I have your address written down, Madam, and 
you shall hear from me shortly." 

Luddora bowed her thanks, and was about to leave 
the room. Her wan appearance, and ^e, fi-om which 
all expression save that of settled melancholy had . died 
out at once, now that her mission was ended, touched 
the count 

"One moment. Madam," exclaimed he with gentle- 
ness. ''You tell me that it was your own hand that 
conv^ed to this young and innocent sufferer in a great 
cause the statement which set him fi-ee from the grasp 
of the law, although not, as we had vainly hoped, from 
all evil consequences. We are therefore indebted to 
you also. Is there nothing that can be offered in repay- 
ment?" 

" Nothings Sir, I thank you." 

"Nay, Madam, such disinterested suitors as yourself 
are so rare here, that we cannot permit them to leave us 
emp^-handed. You have troubles, wrongs, perhaps 
wants of your own, Madam — am I not right ? " • 

No single word of kindness or of sympathy had fallen 
upon liucidoia's ear for many a day; she had begun to 
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deem her heart incapable of feeling such again, so shrunk 
and withered it seemed to have grown within her; out 
this miexpected tenderness touched it, as Moses' rod the 
rock in Horeb, and she sat down again on the chair from 
which she had risen to depart, and covered her face. 

''Is poverty. Madam — ^and nobody has experienced 
more bitterly the wretchedness of being poor than he 
who is now speaking to you — or any obstacle that money 
can remove, standing between you and happiness? be- 
tween you, perhaps — ^for I have known it to do so — and 
one without whom life itself seems to you not worth 
living for ^ 

She held up her hand in piteous entreaty that he 
should cease. '' Life is worth nothing now to me. Sir," 
returned she after a little, and her tone was even more 
hopeless than her words. "When I have received this 
favour at your hands for Richard Arbour, I have done 
with happiness.*' 

''Suppose that I find some employment for him here 
in Paris, will it not be happiness for you who love him, 
and who by your own advocacy have obtained it, to wel- 
come him and his bride? When we look no more foi 
pleasure upon our own account, it oftentimes befalls us 
through that which we can confer on others." 

" No, Sir, no ; I would not see them for worlds. They 
must never know that I demanded aught for them. 
Through me it is, in part (although they know it not), 
that this last misfortune has befallen them ; and therefore 
it is fit that through me the reparation should come. But 
for m3rself—- for pie — I am not one to welcome to her home 
a bride, a wife. I shall be far away when she arrives." 

" You intend to leave Paris, then," returned the mi- 
nister. " May I ask whither, and in what capacity? " 

"All places are the same to me, Sir," answered Lucr 
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dora, rising ; '' so, at least, that I meet no eyes which 
used to know me. I can work with my needle; 1 can 
tend the sick ; therefore I am not one to starve. Where- 
ever I am, and whatever I do, however, I shall not forget 
the kindness of Count de Crespigny to an unknown, 
friendless, fallen woman.*' 

Upon the next morning, Lucidora received two letters, 
one of which concerned herself, and ran as follows: 
^^You say, Madam^ you can tend the sick, and wish to 
leave Paris. The office of female suh-superintendent at 
the, MarseiUes Convaiesceat Hospital is now vacant, and at 
your service. The duties and etnoluments are as subjoined^ 
The other letter — ^which was left open for her inspection 
— ^was official, and directed to Richard Arbour. The 
first smile which had visited Lucidora's lips for months 
played roimd them as she addressed this missive to Mr. 
Mickleham's house at Kensington ; where, however, she 
little guessed that Dick would be found in person. 





CHAPTER XXXV. 

MARRIED AND SETTLED. 

spite of Mr. William Mickleham's impatience 
and sarcasms, Dick kept the contents of his 
letter to himself until Lucy and Maggie were 
both in the room to hear them. Unde Ingram was 
asleep, and Mr. Mickleham the elder had taken that 
opportunity to leave the sick man's bedside for an hour's 
fr^ air, or the news would perhaps have been discussed 
in family conclave, since it certainly concerned them all 
In that letter, than which, since the invention of letters, 
scarce any could have conferred a greater joy upon its 
recipient, was offered the post of Aide-naturaiistc at the 
Jardin des Plantes in Paris, for the young lion-tamer's 
immediate acceptance. Appended to the official document 
and certain satisfactory details concerning salary and house- 
accommodation, there were a few sentences written in a 
hand which Dick remembered to have somewhere seen 
before: ^ I write these few lines after visiting your new 
home^ as I hope it will be^ my brave young Sir. It seems to 
me pleasant enough^ and one to which no young gpitleman 
need be ashamed to bring his bride, 7?ie sitting-rooms are 
certainly preferable to the saloons of Monsieur Tlpsaway^ 
which you and I recollect so well As soon as you arrive 
in Paris, it is my wish to welcome you and yours with 
this hoftd^'-whkh is as stainless as your oivn. 

" De Crespigky.'' 
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"What the deuce does he mean by stainless?" in- 
quired Mr. William Mickleham, in secret, perhaps, a 
little outraged at the prospect of Dick's entering the 
respectable guild of government officials. 

" It's only his French way of expressing himself," ex- 
plained Richard, half-smothered by the sudden embraces 
of the two young ladies. How they hung around his 
neck and cried for joy, and smiling through their tears 
looked all the lovelier — ^like landscapes in the shower 
while the sun shines ! How near, now, after all, was 
that great happiness which had a few minutes before 
seemed so far distant, without one sign however small 
— ^like the cloud out of the sea that was but as a man's 
hand — ^to tell of its propinquity 1 How thankful they 
all were! 

" How I wish dear papa was in ! " cried Lucy, " that 
he might share our joy 1 He is miserable enough just 
now, I fear; for he is gone to Darkendim Street, where 
the sale begins to-day." 

" Then let us go there too," cried Dick ; and in five 
minutes the two young people were away together. 
Never before had Mr. Richard Arbour so appreciated a 
walk to the City; never had the warehouse — tush — never 
had that bower in Darkendim Street appeared one-tenth 
part so beautiful and attractive. There were, however, 
certain material changes in its aspect, as well as that ideal 
metamorphosis into the Halls of Dazzling Light which 
the wand of love has power to eflfect even in the 
most unpromising localities. The sombre street was 
thronged with an unwonted population. A great tide of 
people swept in through Uncle Ingram's doorways, with- 
out the breakwater of a single clerk or warehouseman to 
check the babbling waves. In vain the gigantic crates, 
btirsting with hay as usual, opposed themselves like a 
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volunteer barricade to the invaders. They surged up the 
narrow staircase that led to that abode oivertii, the pattern 
room, with the indecent haste of votaries of the Temple 
of Vice. Connoisseurs, dealers, dilettanti, dowagers 
with a mania for china dragons and monsters such as 
ordbaiy clay, one hopes, would shrink from forming, were 
pouring into that sacred chamber where Mr. Mickleham 
had erst been wont to sit, surrounded by his gods of 
clay and porcelain. Perched at the very desk from 
which the old gentleman had first smiled a welcome 
to Dick, was an auctioneer, expatiating upon the rarity of 
each article as he took it down from its hook. There 
was one face in that eager crowd, the unspeakable woe 
and indignation of which at once riveted the attention 
of the two newcomers — ^that of Mr. Mickleham himself, 
who was standing immediately beneath the rostrum, with 
the expression of one whose children were being sold 
into captivity to savages before his eyes. Whenever the 
auctioneer b^an to speak, this gentleman put his fingers 
into his ears, and kept them there until he saw the 
hammer brought down upon the wood, and thereby knew 
that the fate of the precious relic was sealed, and the 
torture for that time over. 

Dick and Lucy took some time to get at him through 
the throng, but he never looked round ; and when they 
reached him, she had to grasp his arm before she could 
attract his notice. 

" My dear child, my dear Dick," cried he, " is not 
this terrible? I positively cannot listen to the Vandal 
It is my belief that he doesn't know Staffordshire from 
Meissen ware. The Babylon brick, Sir, was given away 
to one of these idiots for four pounds fifteen. Oh Dick, 
Dick, it is an awful thing to be poor, let the divines say 
what they will If one had but had some fifty or sixty 
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pOufids in one's pocket to spare But there, what's 

^e use of talking." 

''What is this? " cried Dick hastily, as the auctioneer 
held up an exquisite piece of white porcelain. '' Is it not 
something that you used to value very highly ? " 

"Value! ah," groaned the old gentleman, "you may 
say that It's priceless : it's worth fifty pounds to any 
man, and to me five hundred. It's Bottcher's own 
handiwork, and yet that fellow is going to pass it round 

among these sacrilegious bunglers, whose fingers are 

Good Heavens ! I thought that Jew-pedlar-looking fellow 
yonder must have dropped it ; this is worse than watching 
a roan upon the tight rope seventy feet over one's head. 
He is actually scratching the bridge of his Hebrew nose 
with it To what base uses may not adversity bring the 
best of us. What an awful example of reckless trading, 
Master Richard, is this day's work! Now the man 
with the hammer has- got it again, and is about to blas- 
pheme that jewel with his ignorant tongue. Excuse me, 
but I'm deaf till it's over." And Mr. Mickleham again 
preserved his ears firom outrage by putting his fingers 
into them. 

" Five, ten, fifteen, sixteen — thank you — sixteen ten ; 
no advance on sixteen ten ; sixteen ten for this exquisite 
piece of white porcelain ; seventeen — ^thank you. Sir ; 
you have an eye, I see (to Dick), for worth and rarity. 
Goings going; no advance on seventeen pounds; then, 
gone'^ And Dick's address was handed up to the 
auctioneer. 

"What did it go at?" inquired Mr. Mickleham, 
peevishly, not even looking round to see who was the 
purchaser, but keeping his eyes fixed upon the departing 
treasure. " At seventeen pounds ! That is robbery. Sir; 
ranky wicked robbery. The very handle is worth the 
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money. He b coming on to the Chinese bottle and the 
Saxony vase, and he might just as well smash them with 
his hammer as knock them down at the prices which they 
will fetch to-day." 

Those two triumphs of the plastic art, as well as some 
others, of which the old clerk spoke with especial 
rapture, were similarly knocked down to Dick's biddings 
over the very head of the miconsdous Mr. Mickleham. 
It was cruel to keep him in ignorance of their destina- 
tion, but it would have been ruinous to have informed 
him at that period, since, had he known his ability to 
purchase them, his passionate eagerness would have 
raised the biddings, even if he had not insisted upon 
naming some figure more consistent with what he con- 
sidered the legitimate value of the article. 

When, as the three walked home together, Mr. Mickle- 
ham was informed of the bright prospect that had sud- 
denly offered itself across the Channel — ^brightest, as 
Dick affectionately assured him, inasmuch as that he 
would now have a home to offer in his turn to that 
friend and father whose doors had been ever so hospitably 
open to himself— the old gentleman's eyes were dim- 
med with joy indeed; but when Dick, by way of a 
diversion, spoke of the trick they had just been playing 
him, and how that all his porcelain favourites, inclusive 
even of the Babylon brick — supposed to be irretrievably 
lost, but cunningly recovered from its short-sighted pur- 
chaser by an extra fifteen shillings — ^had been brought in 
on purpose to adorn the chamber to be set apart for 
himself in their Parisian dwelling, the large rare tears 
began to fall down the old man's cheeks in a manner too 
attractive for a public thoroughfare, and a cab had to be 
called to convey the delighted connoisseur and hit 
children home. 
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Little by little, very slowly but surely, Ingram Arbour's 
frame recovered from its terrible shock, and the two 
young people were married. As soon as they returned 
from their honeymoon, part of which was passed at a 
south-country village, in the vicinity of Mr. Tredgold's 
establishment, in order that Dick might bid good-bye to 
his old friends, his uncle removed to their home in Paris, 
where, amid new scenes, and out of the reach of all that 
could remind him of his late misfortunes, he improved 
more rapidly^ He never, indeed, got to be the strong 
man that we once knew him to be, but he could move 
about and enjoy the sunshine in the pleasant Jardin^ 
leaning upon Richard's arm, whom he never by any 
accident called Dick, Nobody but Maggie and Lucy, 
and they only by misadventure, were now, in fact, ever 
heard to pronounce that disrespectable monosyllable. 
Completely provided for, in a good social position, mar- 
ried and settled, with a neudeus — that is to say, they had 
one baby when I last heard of them — ^the neucleus of a 
family already established, Dick's occupation as a Scape 
grace, it is clear, was utterly gone. Being, as he now 
was, Richard Arbour, Esquire, Aide-naturaliste of the 
Jardin des Flantes^ friend of an imperial minister, one 
who settled the bills of his household weekly, fully 
eligible for the office of churchwarden (should Paris, 
happily for herself, ever have such a dignity to bestow), 
it is evident that a history with such a title as ours can 
proceed no further. The young gentleman himself, and 
one other, were perhaps the only persons who remem- 
bered, after a little, that he had ever played such s^roli as 
that of fnauvais sujd. Uncle Ingram, although what is 
called his ^'head for figures" was gone, often found him- 
self gravely thinking whether sujets were not sometimes 
made mauvais by indiscreet treatment, and asked for- 
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giveness of his nephew tacitly a hundred times a-day. 
Only once, however, he spoke of the matter, as he and 
Richard were taking their accustomed walk together. 

" Do you know, lad," said he, in a troubled tone, " it 
was not /who sent for you when I was taken ill yonder? 
I was as blind as ever. It was our dear Maggie who did 
that of her own noble heait How much — how much I 
owe to her ! " 

" Not more than I, uncle ; not more than I, be sura 
What she has given roe is much, but what she has saved 
me from, can never be told in words. 1 know how 
precious was her help, but the greatness of the ruin from 
which she has preserved me, I shall never know. What 
quicksands, what sunken rocks I have been amongst, un- 
seen by me, I cannot reckon ; but to have escaped the 
visible dangers, is cause enough for gratitude; When this 
unseasoued, half-decked craft was most unseaworthy; 
when the storm was fiercest, when the night was darkest 
Uncle Ingram, her love seemed to shine down upon vat 
like a star, and by it alone I steered." 

"And you got into port, Richard," returned his uncle, 
smiling sadly, "when the A i clipper-ship was lost with 
all her caiga" 

"Ay, Sir," replied the young man gravely; "but I 
reached it hj the most dangerous channel, where ninety- 
and-nine oie wrecked for one that gets safely through. 
I should be sony, indeed, if my example should ever 
temot another young gentleman to turn Scapegrace ; for 
lie North-west Passage miay now and again, 
be adventured in safety, for practical purposes it 
rs be found better to go reund." 
t is something to be said, however," observed 
igram stoutly, "against dogmatical and self- 
old gentlemeiu" 



Married and Settled, 373 

** There is nothing to be said," interrupted Dick, 
pressing the other's arm as it rested on his own, '* but 
how much we owe to Maggie. I thank God that she has 
found a husband worthy of her.'* 

Nephew and uncle had both the highest opinion of Mr. 
William Mickleham, but they did not quite think that 
either, although they often said it It would have been 
difficult, indeed, to have found a husband worthy, in their 
eyes, of her of whom they spoke. 

The two young couples visit each other every year, and 
Mr. Mickleham the elder divides his time between them, 
living six months in London, and six in Paris. His 
small but snug apartment in the latter city is provided, 
according to promise, with the chief of those porcelain 
treasures which used to surround him in Darkendim 
Street 

There are also certain other inanimate objects pre- 
served with equal care, and possessing no less of in- 
terest with divers members of that household. 

Item, the screen that was to have been parted with 
at that "tremendous sacrifice" of seven and six, now 
holds its place in the little drawing-room, memorial of a 
less prosperous though far from hopeless time. 

Item, in Richard's desk, along with a tiny curl from the 
•as yet somewhat fluffy and ill-provided head of the 
nucleus^ lies the lock of soft brown hair he stole from his 
Lucy when he played the barber at Miss Backboard's ; 
while not less fondly treasured by its side, is the half- 
crown which Maggie threw to him on that lonesome 
night when he crouched, a houseless wanderer, outside 
his uncle's house in Golden Square. 

The pride and glory of the household furniture, how- 
ever, and the especid delight of the nucleus from the 
time it began to " take notice^" is Item four — z, magnifi- 
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cent tigar-skiii| which either hangs over the drawing-TOom 
sofa, or forms a soft and luxurious couch for the infant 
upon the floor. 

We can well imagine how, in time to come, it 
will be young Ingram's highest treat to hear his 
father tell of the terrible creature whose covering this 
once was, and how it killed two men, and was within a 
very little of exterminating papa ; for this was erst the 
royal robe of Semiramis — ^presented by Mr. and Mrs. 
TYedgold to Richard Arbour as a marriage gift. 

In Mr. Mopes's lecture upon natural history, the most 
eloquent portion, now, is that peroration wherein he 
speaks of Arborino the Invincible; of the feats he did, 
and of the beasts he slew, and of how he is now 
officially connected with the imperial government of 
France. 

The memory of that tremendous tiger-queller is still 
fragrant among all Mr. Tredgold's company, not except- 
ing the Earthman and the Earthwoman, "lowest of 
created human beings.'' Another lion-hunter has indeed 
been procured from the arid plains of Central Africa, 
but the striped mantle of Arborino has not, it is 
said, descended upon his successor's shoulders with 
much efficacy. 

It is fair to Mr. Frederick Charlecot's reputation as a 
man of honour tq state, that the promise be made to 
John Arbour at Rose Cottage, regarding his admission 
into partnership, was kept to the letter, and that when 
the great crash took place — early as it came — the young 
gentleman found himself so securely connected with the 
firm that he was as irretrievably ruined as the rest The 
only one of the family who were pecuniarily benefited in 
the end by their connection with their uiude was his 
Nephew Dick, who, without using flattery or deceit, du^ 
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secure his six hundred pounds, and mighty had he chosen, 
have kept it 

Adolphus, notwithstanding the house's failure, has not 
altogether given up commercial pursuits; the last news I 
got of him was as. a peripatetic street-vendor of penny 
microscopes, in which interesting employment his ex- 
cellent business habits will doubtless make up for his 
ignorance of science. He has a small income indepen- 
dent of this profession, supplied by some charitable 
hand, as has also his Brother John ; who himself earns 
a tolerable livelihood, by benevolently inditing, in his 
beautiful clerkly hand, letters of recommendation for 
those who cannot write and have little merit, and excel- 
lent diaracters for servants who cannot procure them 
elsewhere. The police, however, with their accustomed 
harshness of epithet, entitle him a begging-letter im- 
postor. 

Mrs. Trimming resides with Mr. and Mrs. Frederick 
Charlecot, whom she maintains out of her savings (with 
some annual assistance, in spite of all that has come and 
gone, from her late master), but without exercising the 
usual sovereignty of resident mothers-in-law; Maria, it 
is whispered, being a great deal more than a match for 
the other two. One of the very last appeals in the new 
Divorce Court — the only one, say some ecclesiastical 
persons, which has failed in its abominable object — ^was 
from one Frederick Charlecot, praying for protection and 
separation from his wife — who, he was well aware, for 
her own sake, would not charge him with marrying under 
an assumed name — on the ground of cruelty. It was in- 
timated to him, however, that, unless he could get proof 
that somebody else had supplanted him in the afiections 
of his consort, no relief could be given to him. " Where- 
upon," says the report, " the applicant left the court with 



$l6 Richard Arbour. 

an air of the greatest dejection, exclaiming that in that 
case there was no hope for him whatever." 

I had ahnost forgotten to say that, soon after the 
birth of Ingram Arbour the younger, the most exquisite 
baby uniform that was ever turned out by female fingers 
arrived at Mrs. Richard Arbour's, without any other 
notification of the donor than the initial L. worked on 
the hem of the garment 

" Heaven knows how glad I should be to take her by 
the hand," exclaimed the young mother earnestly. 

" Thank you, love," cried Richard tenderly. " I wish, 
indeed, that she would come and see what true fiiends 
are left to her." 

'' Perhaps it is better as it is, after all," observed Mr. 
Mickleham the elder, with a nervous remembrance of 
Dick's lady visitor with that very unusual name at the 
police office. 

^'Stu£f and nonsense, William," returned the other 
grandparent, with a touch of his ancient indignation. 
*^ Who are we, that we should venture to make outcasts of 
our fellow-creatures, whose follies are often far more than 
outweighed by our own uncharity and selfishness? " 

"That is very true," answered Mr. Mickleham, with 
his customary submission to the opinions of his former 
chie£ 

Lucidora, however, although made aware, by a com- 
mon fiiend, of these kindly feelings towards her, has as 
yet remained at Marseilles, where her life is by no means 
an unhappy one. 
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^aias of Tci'voi*. Crov.u 8vo, cloth, 

Zs. 'm' . picturt; cit'Mt flat h^.ck, 25, 
Dark Deeds v- uwn Svo. c'.oth !!nip, 

2^. 6./ : picture cloth, flat bacK. -zs. 
^^he Chrdnioles of Michael Dane- 

vltch. Crown 8vo, clclh, 3.9 6.i, : post 

Svo, iliust. bf^ards, ;■;.; doth .'imp, 2s.t(l. 
Wanted ' Crowa 8vo, picture cioth, tlat 

t-ack, IS • post Svo, illustrated boards, 2*. ; 

c}< ih Mmp, 2s. dJ- 
Iiiiik by Ijinlr. Post Svo, illustrated 

hoards. 2s. : Cioth limp, 2jr. 6rf. ; CHEAP 

Edition, post Svo. clotty, 1.5-. net. 



DUNCAN (5ARA JEANNJ3TTE, 

Books by. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 7s, td. each. 
A 5ioclal Departure. With m 

lUu?;rai;r'iis by F. H. TOWNStN'i). 
An .American Girl in London 

With VO Tilr.strations hv F. H T()V.'MSK?'r>. 
The SimpJcj Adirenturea of a 

MemHHV*?b. W I'h 3/ ii.Utscratloti8. 

Crovvn 8v->. c!c*tii, 31. Oii. each. /" 
A Daugiiw?.? of To -Day. 
Vernon p. ff »jnt, W.th 47 Iliustrauons. 




i.'rillr.'l ?i- Expiaai'ory, and a Bio-, DYSON (FONV AkD). — In 



graphical ^Jemoir by William Gifford. 
three Vfls 

Chapman's TSTorka. Three Vols. Vol. 
J. contains th^^ Plays conip.v;tf^ ; Vol. II,. 
Poems and Minor TriuslatictSi^,. wit.^; an 
Essay by A. C. Swinbui^ns ; Vol III., 
Trr.rshitioas of the Iliad nnd Octyssey. 

i'l^rlcwa's Works One Vol. 

Mf asing^r's Fxays. From Giffords 
Text. Onr Vol. 



CUBUN CASTl E and Dublin 

.^.ociet>t Re<:ollcrt?on5 of. By A 

KaTIVL. Ci(»wn isvo, cioth, 65. 



RoarJrtjr ^^ifties. Ci(»wu 8vri.r' 



EARLY ENGLISH P 

^ Ecii.ed by ^^<v A. B. GRr 

Crown rtVO, cloth, 3?. bd. p*" 

Fietcher s (Gi les> Poe 
Dav'iQS' (Sir itohn* 

Poetical Works. 
Sidneys (Sir Phi' 

Poetical Workf 

E'DifCUMBE (F' 

— Zephyrus: A He'- 

41 Illustrations. C;o(Vu«. 



BS 



IK ^T, MARTIN'S LA^:7>:. ZOA-/"^' V i^.^c\ 



f^RANClLl-ON (R. E.)v Novi-lsiOmeON (CHARLES), Nine's 



by. C" •• vSi u .'ivo, clolh, 35 brf, e-ich ; posit 
8vri, .;i\..trTtfd boards, Js. e«ch, j 

One by One ) A Real Queen^ } 

^ Dog and his Sbadt^w 

Ropes of Sand. Wuh 'i'ustrai!i;v's. I 
Post avo, ilkistrared boa-ds, 2.y. e:i<h. 

Queen Cophetua. j Oly inp< a. 

Romanoajs of the Law* 

King or Knave ? _ _ 

Jack Do3;'le'8 Daughtei*. Crown 8vo, 

FRr-DHRIC {HAROLJ ), Novel* 

b: . /'os( 8vo, cJoth 3j. Gt^ each; 

ii -'strriteu boards, zs. each. 
Bfifhs Brett f;<«'s Wife. 
The 1:. aw ton Gii?L 



FPV 5 (HERBERT) Royai 

fiuHe to the Lou^-cn ChsiMles. 
Edited bv lOPK Lane. 



T'osl Sv; lUustra'rd board:;, 2jr, t&cb, 

5fhe. Bs .'; Feapt. 

£ot La en ;af Oo.kL 

Wl;,i5t ir-V 111 thu VPryrJd S^jy? 

i"or .he cllii^. I A H^tri Ken;, 

Alt Lovt ixnd 'Vs^'jiP. 

A Heart's Problem- 

fiy M^ail .inu r'jtream, 

Farley Free. 1 Loving a Drear.'* 

In Honoi;^ Bound. 

Sleapt 6 Dellgnt. j^Blood-MojRpy 

Ti?e X>t:ad Heayt. Cheap Editiox. 
post <'vo cIdUi )"^.net. 



CiSBSON (L. S.).— The Free- 
masons. Ciown 8vo, cloth, 6.-. 



■'vonucUly, 



JOPK 

Crown 8vo, cloth. 



Pub'ished 
Is. 6a. 



GILBERT (WILLIAM). —iacBes 

Duke. vosternioa((ei'« Post 8.0, h- us 
Irated t^oards, 2s. 



CiAROFNlNCi BOOKS. Posttlvo, 

JK Year's Wor* In O&rden and 
Greenhouse. By (•lioiLjE Gleww 
HcuRebo d Horticulture. B To.m 

and 5AXE JFT^ROLD. IlUlbU-itt'd. 

The Gavden that Paid the Rent*. 

By Tom Jepkold. 

G A^lJIXvF( P A U L)^^^^ 

TiiQ Red Shircti: A laic of 'Th^ 
Terror.' Trai.ntv-d by JOHN DE Vii.- 
i.IER5. Ciown 3v<'. cioth, -vith JroiiUs- 
niecc hySTANi.ir.1 Wooii.'s.. Ou. ; piciure 
cicir. fl. I l>^;cl^, r^f. 

Crowf; Svo, cToiK 05. .'nch. 
Lo\e aod Lovers ct' -Jie Past. 

V;nn-.,* td by >'. h.Mi-'r'irz, M.h. 
J5 Conspiracy un^ev ^he Terror. 

'J r£nv,(,ti.ed by C. LaR(;CHj- . M.A. WMh 
IP.ust ii^ons and Fac^^niUcs. 



GERARD (DOROTHEA).— A 

Que<^n ct Curds and Cream. Crown 

8vo. iJ.. h, 3jr. v.;/. 



GERMAN POPULAR STORIES.; 

Coll'.cu'd by the Brothers Grimm .ind, 
T. unsifted by Ei.G/U< Tayi.ok. Withj 
hiiroluctior. by JOHN JvUSKlX, nnd 2i 
bit. -1 T»iLtei r.ftcr George CRuin.'- riANK, 
SqT> '.in bv\j. cloth, gilt ed^es, "js. 6u. 



GILBERT'S (W, S.) Original 

Plays. Jp. ^ Series, posi 8vo. 2j. (v;'. ^.a ;t:. 

The First Skr"^^ contains : Ihe Wicked 
World — JPy'^nidivu -jnd Gx'atcr. ~ 
Charity— The Piiuce£,s- The Pal;icc of 
Truth -Trial by Jury— loirmthe. 

The Second Serie?' cont.nlns: Proktn 

Hcaiiv' — En^^aped — Sweetie:, 's — 

Gretchoa — Dan'l D-'uce --Tom Cobb 

-H . M .'i, ' Pinafoi e — TL.': Sorct- cr — 

TiT Piraltsof Penzarue 

The Third Sk'JES coi.tav..i: Comedy aiid 
Tragedy — Fug;4erty't> r.iiry -- ;" .scn- 
crantz and GtiJli<cn' [ern--Piiio:ice — 
Priiccss Ida — The Mikado— l!rdd 11; '^>re 
--The Yeomen '-i the Guard — '^ .in G< :i- 
doliers — 'i'he Moun'ehan'-' --^*i« pij. 

EJ^ht Original Comic Operas 
wniten by \V. i>. GiT.hi;i<r. J wo Sci.t!>, 
riorny 8vo. cloth, 25. (-4, each. 

The First Skriks coiita:us ; I'hr Sorcerer 
—II. M.S. 'Pinafore'— The Pij.^te- O'" 
Penzance — Jchm'he — V'.diirn'j.:: — I'riu- 
cers Ida — The WiUado — j'ria! hv ju'- -. 

The Second Skrjes cont lin:^ • he Gon- 
doliers- -Tljc Grand Duke — 'I 10 Ycoiihmi 
'.if the GviaJtl— H'.s E\cc!it.ic> — C't(;pia, 
i.lnii ed — Puddit^ore — Tlur Alouutebauld 
- -H '>t.'.' lo thf \VVt.d!n.sv 

Tho Gil*3ert and feuilivan Birth- 
day Book i Qnot/diuus i'or i-^very Day 
ia Ihe Vi-ar. O.nnMlcd by A. Watson, 
Royal :6mo, cl>!h, 2^-. 6u 



GIHNEY (50MERVILLE).— 

Sentenced I Crown avo. cloth, is. 6d. 



VjiEBBON (CliARLEi), Novels 

by. Crown fvc, cl/th, 3^. 6a'. each; 

po ,r Ho, 'Ihisu vied boH.rds, 2.j. each. 
¥<obiji Gray. 
The OcM-n Bhaft. 
The Flf5.»'eJ» ot tho Forest, 
The Br-,x.F of Varrowf. 
Of Hijji? liegrae. 
^ueea of ttis Meadow* 



QISSING (ALGERNON), Novels 

^y. down K\i», ck'th, rilt top. 6^. each 
Ii Secret of the North Sea. 
Kr itt ors in the Sun. 
T'i\e. ^fi(c.zJt.h of M all crs tang. 
A« Itngela Portion. 
JSalioi Garth. 
The Dreams ol' Simon U«?her. 

GLr:NNY'((HlORd^^^^ 

Work in Cj.iriicn aiid Ort^enliou:'-* 

Vr.'f'"t«ejl \»lvi;cr,5 to Viowe.. Fn:iL .-ind 
VriUiit Gtirdcn. Poil 8vo, is. : c',. is. 'V. 



I-> 



C/-fAy\V >» /^f'VA' ^rS, PI BLISHERS, 



». . 



la.-. 






GOi>WlW (^VILI.I4M). — Lives 
O! •xNVlLLfc; ;-l^M:5t). %< vJs 

> V- L: •..•1 t • <i tL y. ^. •,: . : 
\.'}.^^ '*r' •liuyj.-il '.;j: ,h a«. ta h. 

>» ;''al»* Colonial. _\'\'t '«• 
Thu GoKlon Rook. Wtth 

Tai-iS from the Hod ^-^h i? 
O (TT ! ) fi N ~ t R E A 5 IJ «^ V ~ cTf 

IhMtjg^ht. The: A DicJ . j of Quo 
*«•• a^ •' ," jie IJv if All •or';. By 
Tpr,v( ..-,,<« T/^Yi "R. Ci. S.\ cl., 3.y 6./. 

(iOOIiMAN Te ~J.y- tht, Fate ofj 

Herbert Wayne. Cr .*''\cl., t.y. (tl. 

GOkDON (SAMIJHL . ~" The, 

K-rry of Hate: a Talc of Kusblatii 
J*?wr\. C. 'vn J«vn,. cf' ^h, r^. 

00l< F X T:LLa R DT K R7a.S7)" 

- Mie St', iir Heavens t an Iniroduc- 
t'"n ^o ■\\. blUi 01 Ihv, ijiars and 
Is':'>v.lc. C'owii -ivj, iiota, lei. D *t. 
Bttidlett iri AstroDoniy. With 8 

J. II ri'i^n:;. ». ' ivvn •>V'i. cl')iL. bj. 

i»R\Ch' (ALin^KI> A). -lalei 

•f 4 Hylng^ KJnce Cr. Kvo cL, .^r. i>d. 

Ci^ I3i:f S AiNl> ROMANS. The 

•'.h'* of the, uescriLs-'cl f.'Lin Ai ' luej 
M K.wi e'.f? Hy Ernsi «'tI hl avx. \\\\ 
K. NKR "lxUKu by Dr. 1? HUKFKKB.} 

^VM,' T><; I,'-., IS. Deniv 8vo, cl . 7 ■■fi.i 

i: R Ji f:^ (A N N A'k ATH A R fN F; , I 

i\cv-?i. by Ci/'\M. Hvo. cloth, t\j each.j 
T-Ae MilHonalre Baby, i 

T;'.e Ametii^&'t Box. 
TLe Wouian In the AI<;ov€u I 

(I R K I ' -N WOOD \^ AM H S )7--The | 

Pri-ioner in 'he iiock, Ci jwu 8vo. . 
..If r:: >f. r)-/. I 

ORRY Sir OnCRQE}. -^he! 

kc<r>iance of a Procoin^ul. By jAJii-i 

CiRii F<TH (CrXILJT^i^onnthsaj 
Q iiil FITMS (Major A.).- i\o. 99,! 

.ipcl Blue Blood. Cl. Rvo. colli 21. 



MAIR, TH^'. lis T!^:tlment la 

Heiilrr,, W'eaKnt j», •nd Dt«ease. 

'I iiiS' M";'.' ft .in h^ G- u;an of Dr. j. 

MAKETDrT T. aORDONV, Poems 

b"« . Cr ^wrv h\o, ct Ih, tir. ^ricJi. 
Il<"'w Symbols. 
Legtnds of tbe Mo.^row. 
T2ie Serpent Play. 

Kald6n Bcatajy. rtual 4*0. cloth, .8i. 
f 1 KlAr{lS\i^S C . V^*S ketches 

of Irli>b CkancUrr. W^rL i.iwrstra- 
livits Oil S'eei :: -d Wr>>a b\ CiiL'iK- 
*:ii.'NA. MA'.LI; K , G 'BERT, aiif*'bAHVEY. 

D'.ny ovo. cUn.'-. 75. 6<«. 



HALL 'uWF^K NoveU by. 
The Tr«cK of a Storaa* Cro*vnd'/o, 

Jet&am. Ciown ISvo, cl' ^ih, \i. 6d. 

Cio',. a 80, "lot^i . ^.s. "'H':^ 
Bureka. * Hevnancio. 

H APTF S ' ( BRFT) Collated 

Works. L.IMRAUY KDITION, a li 
Vohimes, crown Hvo. cloth, 65. each. 
\nl, I. L o M P .. ' T E Poet ical f\s:j 
D'T'.'.M.i i:c W I RnS. With r « t 

„ il T"K LlCK *.f I-'OARIMG CA•{.'— 

I ;i » li V M TAN Pa 1 «I 'i— AWKRiC; .\ 

TA) Kb O"- TMl. »".«.' T^toPV 
Vil. fAI I'SOlTHRi .»: IFK Sl' . t--fl, 

Wit! P )rlr.iU by John' a'f :ih. 

TAM'S 0>« PLNiR and C-- Tklr'-S. 
mLCKEYC AKTj CUAPI'.- vf l. 
rALP:S OF aR'-IL A\T3lO".'''>i. 



OlINTFR (A. CLAVnRING).~-A 
riortda Enchantment. Crown 8vo. 

_ •_ cl..(M. ^_v. 61. _ __ 

Q U TT fe N B itR <J (V ! O L E t), 

Novel;: by. Crown Hvo, il-.',h 6*. vuch. 
Keithep Jewr nor OrceK. 
Ti 9 P<>T»^r of the PatniUt, 

d YP. — Cl ,OCLO. Tranyi^.ted~by 
NOKA M. Sry^THAM. Cr. «vo, ci., jj. drf. 



r 
I' 



fV 

V 

Vi. 



Vlil 
X. 



Bret HaFt«*« Choice 'y/orks in P ost 

aiKl Vei6«. With Povirait aiid 4c liliis- 
Vrntions, Crown Svn. ieih., 7.%. fad, 
Brec Harte's Popiloa! Works, in 

ciud:-.^' 'Some Later Vk.'-2.:s.' Cjno'.v.4 

8\>2ne luatcr Yerses. Crown Svo, 
In a Hollow of the H}!1b. Crowi 

iSvo pictnu.- cloth, fi:^t b^<-K. ?.i. 
Confi'inKed. NovelM. fy a\^ Series tt. 

(/n«; '''oiMiie.) r'>it ••^ -o, cIoiJ;, :^iit top, 
vs. nei : icilher, I'llt t< i;*.'^, ^s. net. 

Cronn 8vo, 1 i.oih, 6s, each. 
On the Oid TraiJ. 
Under the Rerlvvood«, 
From Sandhill to Pine. 
Stereos ill LUsi K attd Shade. tir« 
Mr JaoK Hvinlin's fcledl.' ti-ui. 
Crowit 3\o. li ;t!. 3..V (ul. crjuh . j-o?i o\c, 

illu^trrUc ] loavds, ii. c3ch. 
Gabriel Conr&y. 
A Waif of thf. Plains. With 60 III j 

trr.ti'>ns by ir-r-^NLEY L. Wooa 
A Ward o't the Gckhlen Oato. Wit" 

5.; Il.::ilrat:ons by ;> Ta.SL&Y L. Wo<;.0. 



.•*». 



luum. 



Ill .yr. AiAiiTW'S LANP, LONDON, W.C. 



HARTE'S (BRt'T) Work8-c<mAJHAR~DY~aHOMA^-Tir„Jer 

Crown 8vo. clot • <». eA. o%c\\ *i,- n^^^l ^ r^^. _ ''Jl ., ' ■ ^* 



Crown 8vo, clot:- au 6<i. each. 
8usy^ With 2 IlJusts. by J. A. Christt^:, 
Til A BeH- Ringer of Anifel's »^c. 

Will! 11. iiluslf. by DUDLEV riA?DY, &c. 
Clarence : A Story of the Ame: '■ ;ir War. 

With s liiiJstrafionsbyA.|lJi.EG'jt oiiAN. i 
BarkeK'A Luck, &c. \V;U: 3c, nitisha-l' 

lions by A. FoRESTIEK. 'PaulHardv, .S;c 
Devil's Ford, &c. W::Ji r'->nt-siiece 
Tho Crusa.de of tho *BJ?rc6;sior.' 

With i'rontis. by '■■. HFKNARD Pai^ikidgf. 

^'IT?*,. "P*^*^®^*^* o*** The Big 
St>^ke on liaavy Tree HllL 

Witii 3 Ilhi;.irai »n5 li', J. Gui JCH 
Tales of 1/»;!ii and Town. With 

Fronli'-.jaece hy G. P. TA.;oM^•I^'JOD. 
Condensed Novels, ^:ew Series. 



Cr-wn 8vo, doth, 35. dd. eacfj ; -jicture cloth, 
fiat back, as fca,ii 
A Sappho of Oreen Sui^i-nrfs, 
CoIoii6) ^tarboitte's t;iient. 

A ,*'*'^* '-^'« o^ J*«t^ Hamlin's. 

W:th nutntruMS lihf,ti:i,ioiis. 

Sally DowB, -Sec. vViln 47 Iliusti^jtions 
b]/ VV r. Al.iond anrl others. 

Povi ^vo. ilhist itcd b.ja.is, aj. each. 
The JLuck of Roariufc' Cai-ip. and 
SertsatiOK Novels Condensed. 
«AlEi. ir p'.otur- cK/f). at '^7\:\\f- p-ice) 
An Hieivess of Red \>-^f^, 
Tira Luck of tt',,. ring Gamp. 
Callforn)an9t^»rUfi. 

P.,st Svo, :!'.u3. bds., i,r. each ; cioth. sf. fW. each. 

J-ip- ,„ , ' Maruja. 
A PhylUa^of the Sierrai. 

HAL L VOAY (AN D R E W)?: 



Evfco-ciay Paper*. 

tratcti t otirds. 2^. 



Po: 



:>< -t'vo, iiius- 



HAAtlLrOiv (COSVIO), Stories 

b>. -n-M'n Svo. cJoth. ^y. 6(7' each. 
The G«f.»noui' of the Impossible. 
Throiigh a Koyhole. 

.♦Jso, bi.,ii 'a : -^l^'O'^i^- .£r. 8v.j, doth, 3jr. fid. 

Matui^e^ Vft.gabond, &o- Crown 8vo, 

C'olh o,v. 



HANDWRITfNO, The PhVio- 

•opliy of. \V>h over loc Fiosiiniles. 
liy rov FFi.lX DE Saiamanca. Post 
8vo^h;jlf-clo^h, .2^. 6<i. 

HA N KY - PA N K Y^Tvhrti Al^ic; 

bieijrht of Hand, &c. EUited > y W. 
H. CRI..MKK, With ?oo IlIustL-itions. 
Crown bvo, o[o^h. 4^- Otf. 

13ARDV (I2A DU~FFiJS)rN^ei5 

by. Cro vn 8vo, doth, 6i\ each. 
The Lpsiser Evil. 
iviiir,, Woman, asj i Fate. 
A Buttfcrfiy, 

n Ku o y ( Rev. §7 ~i.Tir Lo v^ 

Courtship, and Marriaare. C.own 

_ Jsvo cloih.. 3j. 6^/ 

«rs. Cto-v:i Svo, clo.n, 6.f. 



tJte G re^n wood Tree. P. >iit 8vo, doth, 
3.S 6t/, , illusUdted boards. 2s. ; cloth 
limp, is. bd. Also the- FiiVe Paper 
Ei.rnov, pott 8vo, cloth, gilt lop, 2s. net ; 
_ I{al?K>r^ji[iU edges, -m. nel. 

VWElsTMrs. H. R.) Books by. 
The A«t of Beauty. W'itli Coloured 

Fiontis. and 91 lllu^.s. Sq. 8vo, ck>th, nj. 
The Art of Decoration. With 

Colouitd Frontispiece and 74 lUustr.,- 

tion?. Squnrc 8vo, clot)'. 63. 
The Art of Dress. Wiih 32 lilustra- 

fions. Post 8vo, is. ; cloih. u. 64. 
Chaucer for Schoolis. With Fioiitis- 

piecc. Demy 8vo, cloih, 2s. td 
Chaucer for Children. With a 

CohHirtd Plates and 30 Woodcuts. 
Crow^i 4to, t n.tji^, Zsjid. 

HAWEiS (Rev. ST R.^.—Amerl* 

can HumoriAts: Wasiti \g i < vv 
Irving. Oliver Wexdfll H«)LMl>. 
lAi^-cs RussKLL Lowell, AKiroir-S 
W^A.RD, Mark TwAi.v.aud Bret HAirjs. 

Crown Tvo, cioth, 6.?. 

HAWTHORNTHlJUinAN), 

Novels by. |^row.> 8vo. cloth, -s. i>d, 
each: pos* dvo. ill ii'^i'i.tfed board? 2^ f <v-h. 

Garth. • Eilice puentin. 

Fortune's Fool, i Du-.t. Four I!! j^ts. 

Beatrix Randolph. With Four Hi usts. 

D. Polndexter s Disappearance 

The Spectre of the Camera. 

Love- -or a Name. 

Miss Cnclogna. 'Po^ravo. iUu.unt^d 
boards, 29. 

Sebastian fitrome. Or. 8vo. vL. '^. .. ed. 
HEALY cct^vrsj, Books by. 

C.'o.vii 8vo. cioth, f:s. oach. 
Confessions of a Journalist. 
The jEndlqss Herita^^e. 
Hftirs oj^ Beuben. 

HECk'fTHORNTc: Wlr Bnoks 

h3'. Ciown Svr.j. cloth. 6s. tach. 
London Souvenirs. 
London Memories: Social, Bis- 
torical^and Tooog'rapij ic tl. 

HELPS (Sir AR i HURi, Books 

by. P.>si fc'vo. cl-.th, z;. dd. each, 
An:mals and theit^ Masters. 
SocAal Pressur e. 

Ivau de Biron. Cfo'.vr, 8vo, cloth 
>>. Od ; p.jsl 8vc., ir^ishated bc-ards. 9v 

HEN OERSON {iSA\C}7~AgaU\a 

_Page._Crown Hvo, c.oih, 7>. 6d. 

HEN'I V (U. A.), Novels" by. 
Rojub, the Juggler. Demy 8vo. cloth, 
VI Ih 8 lUustralioPs by S. L, Wood. 5.^ • 
po.st Sro c!..ni, 3f.td.j_ illust. boards, 2./. 

. -Cxow^ v.o, .-l.^th, 2s. 6d. each. 
The Q.ueon e Cup. 
J>ovot}\y 3 Do'.Jbr*^. 
Colonel Tiiorndyke't.Seci'aife 

H E RM A N (H EN R Y).^ A LeaSTnTg 

Lady. Post 8vo, ciota, 2j, 6i, 



sifssr. 
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111 S T. MAR TIiTS LANE, LONDON, W,C. 
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' ^ ^A^. „ ( H E R B E R T) and ■ JOHNSTON (R.). -The Peril of 

HARTLEY ASPDEN. -The Tear of an Empire. Crow. 8vo. clo.h 6^ 



IN MEMORlAiVI: Verses for every 

I>ay. Select e.i by Ljcv Rjdlky. Small 

INNKEEPER'S HAIVOBOOK 

(Hie) and Licensed ViLtualler's, 

AUnuaK By j. Trev >r-D\\iis. 
_Crovvn^vo. cloth. 2s. 

^^»SH WIi "^AND HUAIOUR; 

Stings of. Edited by A. Pekckval 
^--"i "'•''• Post 8vo, cioih, 2s. (hI. 

JAmh^jC. T.C.). -A Romance olf KE A riNG (JOSHPHK -Maiiirice 

n\-A'.i^ '/^/^^ *^^^)-~^^y P«'cne Chapters on An anj 



Books by. C- Svj, c.K.ih. ^j. <>/, each 
Finger-Rlag Lore: Hi'oncal Legend- 
ary, and An&,.doUJ. With ninneiouR 
Illnstrat-ons. 

Crowna and Coronatiods. VViib r. 
_ Mustralions. 

JOSEPH US7Tii5~ CompY^te 

Works of, Tmnsiatvcl by Wi/ UhM 
Wm<^r(v?v Contr.:amg ' The Antii|U.tier, 
of thejovvs.'^-c* TseM/argof t],e fews.' 
WitJ-, sj Iliu<^ti.itt:>ns and Mat a. Two 

V^K den.y Svr : r-U-doth. -.r. (V 



neac!5elf. TM 3v.>, cloth. 25. Orf. 

JaPP for. A. HJ. 



,^, ^ --,- Dramatic 

Pirtureg. Cro-.vi vivo, doth. 5^-. 



JEITERIES fRiCHARD), by. 
Tne open Air.. Tost Svo, cloth,* 25. 6d. 
LAKGE T:.'pE, Fine Pai'er Eorrrox, pott 
Rvo. Ooth, gilt top, 2s. net ; leather, giit 
^ erities. 3.V. ntt. 

Nature near London. Crown Rvo 

btu:k-j ui-n. 6^ : post -^ . o, O., 2s. (\i. ■ Large .j- 

Tvi>K. Fi.\F Paper Edition, pott yv«,cl., ! ^. j#' 

The 



_ A r 1 1 sts^ _ Pest ?^Vo7cJoth' "L . 6</. 

KERf^THAW (MAR:K:)7=l:oiV>^i^ 
Facts and Fiction*. Huitiorous 
3ketche.s. Post 8vo. i'lMs'rated boards, 

2.y. : cioth 2s. 6d. 

K\ NQ ( r:~a:sH E7r'Noveis "by; 

Post y-.'o. i!],ii4( rated board? 2.? 
•The Wearing of the Gre*n.' 

Passion 8 aiavo. _j Boll Barry. 

A Drawn Game. Crowa 8vo. cloth, 

35. 6rf. : post 8v'), illustrated bonrds, 2t. 



I vi'K, M.VF Paper Edition pott yvo cl 1 '*^^i^l!lLS' '1 \ ' ' ' "^^ '^^ tea Do n rrts. 2v^ 

;.'i(.too.2,-.nct:lcather,^itt'edK*es.v.neti'<'lf*LINQ PRIMER (A). includ 
'^ . ®.®' *h« Fields. Post 8vo, inj; Biojiraphica! and Critical Chnr-ters 

vi"fn.2j.6f/.; Large ivi'E, Fine Pap£R an Index to Mr. Kipling's riinjii;^ 



j:r>rT!ox. pott Svo, cloth, gilt top, 2s. net . 
Iclher, gilt edges, 3^. net. 

The Pocket Richard^ Jetferies: 

b.'ni: Piissages chosen from the Nature 
. V/.aings of jJ'FFEKMF.S by Ali i.'EH H 
n ATi. x6n;o, cloth. rJt top. 2... net ■ 
'crhei, ^Uf to-.. ^-, net. 
The Eulogy -^f Fichard JefTeries. 

_ ■ ^^'^^'^ '- ' ^'^^ iiKSANT. Cr. bvo, cl., 6s. 

J E N n]n Q S THTJo^^uH^^ies 
J E ROM E (JEROME KZ-¥ta^e- 

iatid. With ^4 Illustrations by T. B^k- 
^:.vrd_Partridg5 JL'^ilPjtto, u. 

JERROLD (DOLKilASyr^fhe 

«3rber'8 Chair; and The hedgehov 

^^SftjBM. Pr,.it <<vo. h?af-clotK, ^s 



JERROLD (TOM., Works by. 

Pos^ 8v X T.f. eac'i ; cloth, is. Gd. each. 
The Oarder that Paid tne Rt nt. 
Hou sehold ! Horticulture. 

J ESSE (E D WA R D):^^5ce;i;:s 

anJ Occiipations 0/ a Country Life. 

Po-'t 8vOj_cioth, 2s. 

JONSON'S (BEN) Works, "with 

K'>tcs and Biographical Memoir by 
WjrjTAM GiFFORD. Edit-d by Colonel 
CuNM.NGuiM. Three Vols., crown Svo 
cloth, ^f. 6d. eacii. 



ers. 

--r 1^- f -ijill 

Writings, and Bibliographie*^. Ry f L. 
Know LES. With Two Portraits. ' Crowji 
^ Svo . clv)Lh . 3o. 6d. 

KN Id HTS Tth^y"^rthe~UOiSf . 

lid; ted by llje MARytTESs of 1-OkXK. 
^l<^\' li S ' o, cloth. 6s. 

KJSKl H T (W i CTTa M aiid 

EDWARD*. -The Patient's Vade 
Mecum; How to (let Most Benefit 
from Medical Advice. Crown ovo, 

cloth. If. 6d. 

LAMBERT ~rQEOR(CiE)~-" The 

President of Bora via- Crown Svo. 

__ _CK>th. 3 c 6d^ 

LAMB»S (CH A RljESrCcSipfete 

Works in Pro^e and Verse, ir.c'udini' 
' Poetry for Child: CO ' and ' Prince rv.r.is."' 

* iulUeci by R. II SiiP:i'iiK;,'D. With a 
Portraits and .^'acsitnile M the • Ess..y on 
Roast Pig. Crown Svo (both Scnes), 
cloth, 3.V 6i2. 

The Essays of Kila (both Seritc",. i-oj.L 

' t\(}, halt-cloth, 2.<r.— .liso ihe Fi.\c Pai'ER 
Editiox, pott 8vo, clo!h, '4iJt top, 2*. i:et; 
leather, gilt edges, j.c. net. 

LittlO Basays: Sketches and Characters 
by CHARLES LAMb, selected troTn his 
Letters by Percy Fii-zgeral. Post 
Svo. cloth, 2s. dd. 

The Dramatic Essays of Charles 
Lamb. W-th Introduction and Notes 
by Brander Matthews, and Steel-platt 
Portrait. Fcap Svo, hnlf-c!oth, 2s. (hi. 
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MURRAY (D, CHRISTIE) and 

HENRY HBRMAN. Novels by. 

Crcwn 8vo, cloth, 35. td. each : post 8vo, 

ilhis^^rated boards, ^s. each. 
One Travellep Returns* 
Tlie Blsl&ops' Bible. 
PaulJones's Jllias. With lUusirations 

by A. FORKSH!ii< and li. NiCOLET. 



MURRAY (HENRY), NoveU by. 

Post 8vo, cloth. 2s. 6tf. each. 
A Game of Bluff. 
J l Son g oLBixpence. 

MORRIS iRev. Sv; MEREDITH, 
B.A.)' — British Violin -Makers, 
Classical aod Alodero. With numerous 
Portraits, niii-^iratiuns. and Facsimiles of 

_ Lab els. De! Pv 8vo, cloth. loj. 6rf, net. 

MdRROW~l\Vrc. ).— Bohemian 

Paris of To- Day. With io6imust8.by 
Erv^LARD Cjcucr.. Small demy 8vo,cl.,6j. 



MUDDOCK (J. E.), Stories by. 

Crown 8vo, c)(>!h. 35. td. each. 
EaHlle the Jeatep. 
Youn^ IjocJ-1 invar. 
ttxe Golden idol. 

Po?!t 8vo, iflustrated boards, ax. each. 
Th« Dead Man's Secret. 
From tiie Bosom of tlie Deep, 

Stories WeTrd and Wonderfnl. 

Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2*. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 

Wtlh 12 Illustratioiis by STANLEY L. 
Wood. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, : picture 
Cioth. fiat back. 25. 

MYT^IRSt~BdOK. By Walter 
Lesant, James Payn, W. Cijvrk Rus- 
SKLL, Grant Allen ii.^.i.L Caine, 
(>EORGE R. Sims, Rudyard Kiplik*;, 
A. Conan Doyle, M. E. Braduon, 
F. W. Robinson, H. K{der Haggard, 
R. M. Ballantyxe, 1. Zangwilj^ 
Morley Roef.rts.D, Christie MuprxW. 
Marie Corhlu, J. K, Jerome, John 
Stuange Wixter, Brkt HAftTE, 'Q.; 
Robert Buchanan, and R. L. Steven- 
son. With Prefatory Story by Jerome 
K. Jerome, and 185 Illustrations. Demy 
8vo. n'l linen, 35. 6</. 



OHNET (GEORGES), Novels bv. 
Doctor Rame«iu PostBvo, illustrated 

boards, ts. 
A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, c;oth, 3*. 6rf. • 

post 6V0, illustrated boards, 25. 
JL Iiast liOir*i, Post 8vo, illust. boards, 

2f. ; Cheap Elitton, cloth, is. net. 
The Moii^^y-Maker. Translated by 

F. ROTiivVEL L. Crown 8v o. cloth, 6^. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. each. 
Z<ove's Depths. 
The Woman of Mystery. 



OLIPHANT vMrs.). Novels by. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2^. each. 
The Primroso Path. 
The Great est Heires s in England. 

HYhiteladies. Crown 8vo, cioth, with 12 

Illustration?, 3^. 6d. ; post Hvo, bds., is. 
The Sorceres s. Crown 8vo . cl oth, 3-;. 6./.. 

ORROCK (James), Painter, Con- 

noissettr. Collector. Hy Bykon 

Webbkr. With Dearly 100 Photogravures 

and many Half-tone Drawings. Two 

Vola ..gm:Ul folio, buckram, loguir.eas act. 

0'SHAUQiffNESSY~(i^fHU^ 
Poems by* 
Music & Moonlight. Fcp.Svo. cl., fs,^ l 
Lays of France. Cr. 8vo, cloth. to«. • w. 



OUIOA, Novels by. Crown 8vo, 

cloth. 3j. 6rf. each ; post 8vo, iUustraled 
boards, 2s. each. 



NEWiBOLT (HENRY). — Taken 

fr om t he Enemy . Fcp. 8vo, plc.c()v..i\ 

NISBET (HUME), Books bv~ 

*Ball Up.' Crown 8vo, cloth, ^s. (>d.; 

post 8vo, iUustraled loarns, 2s. 
Dr. Bernard St. Yinoent. Post 8vo, 

illustrated boards. 2s. 

I<es8ons in Art". Tvitii '21 Iilusttations. 
Crown Svo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

NOROAU (MAX]T^Morganatic7 

A Romance. Translated by EuiZABEfU 
Lee. Crown Svo, cloth, pilt top, 6s. 



Triootrin. 

Bufllno. 

Ochmar. 

Frescoes. 

Wanda. 

Ariadne. 

Paacart}]. 

Chardcs. 

Moths. 

Puok. 

Idalia. 

Blnibi. 

Signa, 

Friendship. 

Ouilderoy. 



otf of Flanders, 
ill Oastlemaine's 



A Doi 
Cec: 
Ga^e. 

Prlnue^-'.9 Kapraxlne, 

Held in Bondage. 

Under Two Flags. 

Folle-Farine, 
I Two Woodftw F>itocs. 
j A ViHa^<* Cumraaiie. 
i In a Winter City, 
j Santa Barbnva. 
; In Marexnma^ 

StL*athnioi*e. 

Plpistrello. 

Two Offendeysr 
Crown Svo, cloth, ss. 6d. each. 
A Rainy June, j The Mast arenes, 

POPULAk Edith^.vs. mediuiii 8^,, 6d. each. 



NORRIS (W. E.), Novels by. 

Crown Svo, cloth. 35. Cki. each ; post Svo, 
illustrated bo..rds, ,is. e.i.:!). 

Saint Ann's. J BUiy Bellew. 

Miss Wentwbrth's 14ea« Crown Svo, 
wioih, jj. f>d. 



ittoths. 

Puck. 
Tri uotrlu. 
Cliiandos. 
Ariadnt:. 



Under Tvfo FlaiE^s. 

Held in Boiadage. 

Strathmore. 

The Massarenes. 

Friendship. 

Syrliu. Crown ovo, cloth, z^- b</. , pOit 

Svo, picture doth, flat back, 2s.; Uius- 

trntcd boarris, 2.$. 
Two Little Wooden Shoos. Lapgr 

TvrE Edition. Fcap. £ jo, ciolii, is. tct ; 

leather, is. 6a. net. 
The Waters of JSdera. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, 3j. (id. : picture ctoih, flat bAck, r..-. 
Santa Barbara. Cheap Emiios^ post 

8vo, cloth, I.J net. 
Wisdom, Wlta and PathoQ, selected 

froiii the Works of < >lida by F. Svdnkv 

Morris. Post 8vo. cloth, 5j— <;qE\p 

Edition', iUustratec; board? u. 
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PRAED (Mrs. CAMPBELL), 

Novels by. Post 8vo, illus. boards, zs. ea. 
The Komanco of a Station. 
The Soul of Co'intess Adrian. 

Crowi Svo. clot)\ 3r <>d. each ; post 8vo 
illurtrated boards, 2.y. each. 

Outlavr and liav^maker. 

Christina Chard. 

Mrs. Tregaskiss. WitliSIlIustiations. 

Ciown 8vo, cloth, 3^ td. each. 
Hulma. I Madame Izan. 
* As a Watch in the Night.' 

Christina Chard. Cheap Edition, 

post «v-''. cloth. I.), aet. 
The JUost Earl of Elian. Cro'vn 

Hvo, ClOl; . 6j. 



PRICE (E. C). — Valentina. 

Cr- wa 8vo, cloth, 35. 6<i. 



PROCTOR (RICHARD A.), 

Works by. 

Crown Svo, cloth, 3^. td. each. 
Easy Star Iiossons. With Star Maps 

for eve: y Ni^ht in *he Year. 
Flowers of the Sky. With 55 lUusts. 
Familiar Science Studies. 
Mysteries of Time and Space. 
The Universe of Suns. 



Baturn and its System. With 13 

Sti' I Piates. Demy Svo, cloth, 65. 
Wajfes and IVants of Science 
Workers. Grown Svo, \s. 6d. 



PRYCE (RICHARD). —Miss 

Maxwell's Affections. Crown Svo, 
cl., 3.9. 6d. i p'^st Svo, illust. boards, 2s. 



RAMBOSSON (J.). — Popular 

AstroncOTVv Translated by C. H. 
Pitman. With 10 Coloured Plates and 
63 Woodcuts. Crown Svo, cloth, 35. 6d. 

RAN DO I -P H "(Cl) i . G . ) . — A u nt 

Abiii-aii Dykes. Cr. Svo, cloth, 75. 6d. 



RICHARDSON (FRANK), Nov- 

els by. Cro'vn 3vo, cloth, 3?. 6d. each. 
The Man ii/ho Lost his Past. With 

50 Iliiistra!iOn«: by To.M Browne. RI. 
Th«» Baybwater Miracle. 

Crov-n Hvo, cT< 'Ih, 6j. each. 
The King'u Counsel. 
Benii-Gociety. 
Th&<?<^ and Back. 



RIDDELL Mrs.), Novels by. 

A Rich Man's Dauj^hter. Crown 

8vo, vloth. 3,v, C\i. 
Weird Stories. Crown Svo, cloth, 
Ss. td. ; p< 'St ovo, picture boards, 2«. 

Post Svo, Illustrated boards, 2^. each. 

The Uninhabitt^-d House. 
Prince of Wales's Garden Party. 
The Mystery in Palace Garden.s. 
Fairy Water. \ Idle Tales, 
lier Mof.her'B Darling. 



READERS (CHARLES) Novels, 

Collected Library Hditjon, in Seventeen 
Volume-; crown Svo. cloth, 35. dd each. 

I. Peg Woffington; and Christie 
Johnstone. 

2 Hard Cash. 

3. The Cloister and the Hearth. 
With a Preface bv Sir Wat,iku Besant. 

4 * It is Never Too Liate to Mend.' 

5. The Course of True Love Never 
iJid Run Si7ioo7:h : and Sing^le'^ 
heart and Doubieface. 

t'. The Sutobiographi* of a Thief: 
Jack of all Trad'fjs ; A Hero anU 
a Ma^^^^tyr; The \fe aniJei ing Heir. 

7 Love Me I^ittl3, Lii.^/3 Me Long. 

rf. The Double Marriage. 

9. Griffith O'aunt. 
io. Foul X'lay. 
II Put Yourself in His Place. 

12. A Terrible Temptation. 

13. A Simpleton. 

14. A Woman -Hater. 

15. The Jiit : and Good Stories of Man 

and other Animals. 

16. A Perilous Secret. 

17- Readiana; and Bible Characters. 

In Twenty-one Volumes, post Svo, Illustrated 
boards, zs. each. 

Peg Wofrlngton. | A Simpleton. 
Christie Johnstone. 
* It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 
The Course of True Love Never 

Did Run Smooth.. 
Autobiography of a Thief; Jack 

of a.11 Trades; James Lambert. 
Love Me Little, Love Me Long. 
Tlie Double Marriage. 
The Cloister and the Hn^sarth, 
Hard Casli. | Readiana. 
Foul Play. | Grififith Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
A Terrible Tempta* ion. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Woman-Hater. 
Bingleheart and Doubleface. 
Good Stories of Man, &c. 
The Jilt; and other Stones. 
A Perilous Secret. 

Large Type, Fine Pa^?:r Edition's. 

Pott Svo, cloth, fjilt top. 2T. net en-h ; leather, 

gilt edges. 3.?. net each. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. With 

32 Ilhisiralions by M. B. HKWhi/LtiXK. 
'it is Never Too Late to Mend.' 



POPT'LAR EniTiONS. medium 8vo, ()d. each. 

The Cloister and the Hearth. 
' It is Wevor Too Late to Mend/ 
Foul Pla.v- I Hard Cash. 
Peg Wotflngton; aad Christie 

Jobnstone. 
Grimth Gaunt. 
Put Yourself in His Place. 
A Terrible Temptation. 
The Double Marriage. 

Fcap. Svo, half-Roxburghe, 25. 6rf. -ach. 

Christie Johnstone, With Frontis, 
Peg Wol/lngtcn. 
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ST. MARTIN'S LIBRARY (The)J 

In pocket size, cloth, gilt top. ai. net per { 
VoU - leather, gilt edges, hs. net per vo», . 
Bv SiK Walter Bksant. 
All Sorts and Conditions of Men. 
Sir Kichapd Wlilttlngtoa. 
Oespard da CoUgny, j JLondon. 

By Hall Caink. 
Tho Deemster. 

By Wii KiE Collins. 
The Woman in White. 

By D A NT EL DEFOK, 
Robinson Crusoe. VitU 37 Illus- 
trations by G Cruiksiiank. 
By Thomas Harty, 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By Bret Hartf 
Condensed NoveIs> 

By OLIVE!^ Wf.N'DFLL HOLMK^. 

The Autocrat of the Breakfast- 
Table. Illustrated by J. G. Thomson. 
By Rtchaud Ikfferies. 
Tlie Life of the Fields, 
The Open An. 
Nature near London, 
The Pocket Bichard Jeffcriea. 

By CH/'KLES LAilB. 

The Essays of Elia. 

By Lord Macaulat 
History of England, in 5 Volumes. 

By JUSTIN McCarthy. 
The Reign of Queen Anne. 1 : Vol. 
A History of the Four Georges 

and of William lY., in 2 Vols. 
A History of Our Own Times Irom 
Accession of Q. Victoria to iiSc;?- In 3 VoJs. 

Bv G'lORGE MACDONALD, 

Works of Fancy and Imagination, 

in u'j Vo!^. (For List, see p. 15.) 
The Pocket George MacDonald. 

By Charles Rradf. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. With 

32 lUustraiions bv M. B. He WKKiJiiNE. 
* It is Never Too Late to Mend.' 

B" Kojr:F.KT Lot IS STEVE.VsOX. 

Memories and Portraits. 

V'.^^ginibus Puerisque. 

Men and Books. 

Now Arabian Nights. 

Across the Plains. 1 Merry Men. 

The Pocket R. L. S. 

By ri, A. Taixk. 

Hf story of English Literature, in 

.X Yois. With 32 Portraits, 

By Mark Twain. -Sketches. 

By Walton and Cotton. 

The CompKste Angler. 

SALA 7Q. a.).— GasngJit and 

Oayliffht. Post 8vo. illustrated boai ds, ?..v. 

S aX M 6 Jn1a7LT)7^X i t e r a r y 

Rambies in the West of Hngland. 

Wiih a Frontispiece. Cr. 8vo. c!.. (k. net, 



SEOUIN .L. G.^—WaJks In Al- 
giers. Map?- and Tl lusts. Cr. 8vo.cl.,0j. 

SEN I OR (WM.).— By Stream 

and 5ea. Post 3vo cloth, 2.?. dd. 



SERQEANT(ADELINE), Novels 

by. Crown 8vo. cloth. 3.?. td, each. 
Under False Pretences. 
Dr. Endlcotfs BxptiiarnQnti 

The M i&sing Elizabeth. < -rown 8vo, 

Civ.l!;, Cw. _ ^ 

S EY mO\} R ~ ( C V R S L ; . — The 

Masfic of To- Morrow. Crowu 8vo, 

clcth, 6j. _ 

SHAKrrSPEARE the Boy : Home 

a!.cl S<h<X)l Life, Games and Sports, 
M.^uners. Custom.i, and t'olk-lore of the 
Time. By \V. J. Rolfe. With 42 IHu^' 
trati< 'v:. CrowM) 8vo. cloth, ^v. <:d._ -^ 

SHARP (wFlU AML—Children 

ot To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3j. brf. 



SCOTLAND YARD, Past & Present 
By Ex-Chicf-Inspector Cavanagh. Post 
8vo. ilhistratcJ board s, is, ; c loth, is. (.d. 

SECREt"0tlT7 Tiie: Tricks with 

Card?, &c. 300 iUusts. Cr. 8vo, d., 4* . 6d. 



SHELLEY'S (PERCY B.) 

Complete Works in Verse and Prose. 

Edited by R. Hekne Shepherd. Five 
Vols., crown 8vf ■, cloth, 3r. 6U each. 
Poetical Works, in Three Vois. : 

Vol. I. Margarei Nicholson : Shelley's 
Correspondence with Stockdale ; Wander' ag 
jew ; Queen Mab : Alastor ; Rc?^iind and 
Helen ; Prometheus Unbound ; Adoiiais. 

Vol. IL Laon and Cvthna : The C^nci ; 
Julian and Maddalo ; Swellloot the Tyrant ; 
The Witch of Atias ; FpipsychMion ; Hellas 

Vol. in. Posthumou'i Poen^s ; The 
Masque of Anarchy ; and other Pieces. 
Prose Works, in Two Vols. : 

Vol. I. Zastrozzi ; St. Irvyne ; Dublin and 
Marlow Pamphlets ; Refutation of Deisrn , 
Letters to Lc'jiih Hunt ; Minor Wn tin ijs. 

Vol. II. Es.says; Letters from Abroad: 
Translations and Fragments . .1 Biography. 

sHERA RD "TR~~H.).- Rogues. 

Crown 8vo, clotVi, i^.^d[. 

5HERTDAN^5 (RICHARn 
BRINSLEY) Complete Works. 

Crown Svo. cloth, 3.^. :W. 

The Rivals, The School for Scan- 
dal, o^c. Pest .Svo, i!i!}-c;o!i5. 2.?. 

Sbtjrldau'B Comedies : The Rivals 
ar.d The 3cliuol for Scandal 
Edited by Brandkk Matjkewf.. Wi'.h 
Jilnstiations. Den^y 8vo. buck'-ani, la s 6^. 

$H(Er(M7lP\jT' Novfcis by, " 

Th-3 Purple: Cloud. Cr. 8vo. cloth, '^s 6d, 
Unto the Third Generation, c, &vo, 
cloth, 6.S. 

iSlDNEY^S~(Sir PHILIP ~ Com'" 

plete Pccttcal Works, With Por- 
• trait. E'-'.ited by the Kev. A. B. (iROS/.K s . 

Three Vols., crown 8vo. cloth, gx.orf.eai.'lL 

SlGNBOARlBrsl'fhei Hisiory: in" 
eluding Famous Taverns and Kenarkable 
Characters. Hy Jacob Larwcod and J. 
C. HoTTEN. With QS lUustraiions, Crowii 
Svo, cloth. 35,6rf, 
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tVTLER (C. C. ERASER.).-' 

MlsifC55 Jadith. O >vvn 8vo doth, 
3j. bd.; post ^A'O, illu^iuucci b'^''^j|_<^J^ ff 

TWLER"(SARAii), NoveU by. 

C iO'.va Hvo, cloth, 3i\ oi. each : p<^st 8vc», 

illustrattdboardS; 2s. each, 
t5url«3<i Diamonds. 
The BJackliali Ghosts. 

Wbat Bine Can^«_^*l':'^^*^' 

Post 8vo. Uu'.st< .i'ed boards, 2s. each. 
Saint Murj- got; City. I Lady Bell. 
The Huguenot Family. ^^„_, 
DJRappeared. I Nobiesac Oblige. 
IB-iauty aiidjthe Beast. 

Crown Svn, cloth. 3i. 6ii. each. 
The '.l^cdonald Lass. 
Tite Witch, Wife. ^. 

Ra<;iiel Langton. I St^ppnira. 
Mrs. Carmiohael's Goddesses. 
A Honeymoons EcllpBe. 
A Young i'Pa'tOn. 

Cr-'wn 8vo, cloth, 6.?. each. 
Thre^'/ Men of Mark: 
?r Clafissa's Day. 
fiit Da. id's Visitors. 
'xhi? Foot and his Guardian Angel. 

CUoyennc Jacqueline. Crown 8vo, 

picUjre * loth, tial: b tck, 2^. 
The Bride's I^ass. P>st 8vo. illus- 
trated boards, 25.; Cheap Edition, 
cloth. IS. ne t. 

DPVV'ARD (ALLEN), NoveLs by. 
Tlte Queen r*galnst Owen. Crown 

8vo, cloth, ss, ^d. , picture c'.wth, flat back, 
2s. : p^>«'. 8vo, picture boards, zs. 
The PhaTitom Torpedo- Boats. 

Crowr ^'vo, cloth, 65. 

VANDA 'Vl (ALBERT D.) .~ A 

Court Trag-edy. With 6 Illustrations 
bv J. B. I >AVIS. CrovynJ^vo, cloth._3,?. bd. 

VASin r and "ESTHER. By 

' -klle'cf TkcWorld. Cr^Svo. cl.. 35. 6j. 

VTZETELLY (nKNESf A.), 

Bookf. by. Crowu 8vo. cloth, 35, td. each. 

Tlie Scorpion. 

Tne Lover's Progress. 

Witii Zola in England. 4 Ports. 

A Path of "Thorns. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6^. 

Bluebeard: An account of Comorre the 
Cursed and Q\\\c:9> de Rais. With 9 lUus- 
Irrit': ';:i. Demv Svo, ch-'h, 9.V. net. 

The "Wiiil MarquiiS : Lite and Adven- 
tures oi Armand Guerry de Maubreuil. 
Crown S'.V', cl.)th. ts 



WALT WHITMAN, Poems by. 

Er^tted whliInlroductio!i,byW. M Kos- 
SSITI, With Port. Cr. Svo, r)U»:ki?'u, 6.?. 

v^TA^ErTiFa^oRn^ by. 

Joan, the Curate. Cro-.vn svo, doth, 

V. 6<i. i picture clGlh, flat back. x<. 
A Fight to a Finish. Ci . 8vo, cl.. 3*- ■<i* 

Crown Svo, cloth. 6^. fiach. 
The Heart of a ClrL With 8 Illusts. 
"What. Ought She to Do? 
Tom Dawson. 

The Youngest Miss Brown. 
JLovfc and UordsMpi 



VVARMAN (CY).— The Express 

Messenger. Crow n ^vo^doth j*. _^_ 

WARNER1cHA.S. bUDLEY).- 
A Roi«idaboutjU»urney^_C!l-^-VPiJ:^"- 

WARRANTto Execute Charles L 

A Facshnik, with the 59 Sigualureiiand 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen 
of Scots. Including Queen Lli/.abeth 3 
Si^natui e and the Grca i Seal, zv. 

WASSE R ivi AN N (LI LLI AS) .— 

The Daffodiis. Crown Sv o . cloth, u. 6 d, 

WEATHER7Howto Foretellthe, 

with the Pocket .Spectroscope. Ry 

F. W. Cory. With 10 Illust.-.'tions. 
Crown. 8vo^i5. : cloth. u.6d. 

WEBBERIbYRON). --Sport and 

Spanjfles. Crowu Svo, cloth, 2j. 

WEP N E R~lAr.)T--Xhapenia'5 

Wlikc Man. Crown 8vo, ^UAb 3,. 6rf, 



WAONRR (LEOPOLD). — How 

to Get on the 5 tagfe. Cr..Svo, cl. 25. 6./. 

WALLACE (I EW /.- Ben-Hur: 

A Tals of the Christ. Crown Svo, 

c'olh. 3y. 6<z. __ __ 

WALLER \S E y. -Sebastiai!l*s 

5ecret. Wiih •', 'iiusts, Cr. 8vo, ci.. o.t, 

WALTON and CO tt^ N»~S 

Complete Anjjier, Pott Svo, cJoth. 
'^\[i, 2c -\ft ; ieiiiier, gilt edges. 3.?. niii. 



WESTALL (WILL.), Novels bv. 

Trust- Money. Cr)wn Svo.cioth, 35, od.; 
post Svo, illu-^trated boards, 2jr, 

Crowii rJvo, cioth 6s each. 
As a Man Sews. ! The Old Bank. 
Dr. Wynne's Revengci. 
The Sacreti froscents. 
A Very Quoer Bu£*n€ss. 

Crown 8\'o. cioth, 3v. 5d. each. 
A "Woman Tempted Him. 
For Honour and Life. 
Her Two Millions. 
'Twrr Pinches of Snuff. 
With the Ked Eagie, 
A Red Bridal, i Nigel Fortescue. 
Ben Ctuugh. | Birch Dene. 
The OJd Factory. 
Sons of Belial. \ Strange Crimes^ 
Her If'cidyship's Sftcret. 
T>ie '^h a.T7 torn C i ty . 
R«,I:ih Norbrecli's Trust. 
A Queer Race. 1 Red RyYington. 
Roy of Roy'a Court. 
As Luck wrould have it. 

The OM Factory. Medhim SvojW 

\V E St B U R Y TaTH A). ~ The 
Shadow of Hilton lernbrook. Crown 
Sv.), c;.'th, 3^ (hi. 
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CHAT TO ^ W INDUS, li/J^/JS 'lERS, 



\\M<:*M.\iV .t-Rfcl>,». Novels ThciLiit,:J<:hinAn of lao RueCain. 
* rl. ;,;.;;«,:." amo/-- '■' " " | WOOLLEV (CEUA PAkKER).- 

B'a s 'Yaye of Lrove. Wi::; ' Mus'.s Rachel Armstronfr- ''"st 8vo,2.s. o^ 



•'> ■•'••1 !*>•<». cjoih (>.«.-. cici 
Mazeppa. 

Near the Tsar, ?*rar I>eath 
A Splendid Intpastor. 

WHITE (OILBuRn.~Nati«rlil 

History oi Selborne. iVst 8vo, c! ••?!, z^, 

W 5 1 - f) F Tl a'd Y) . -The A nr J en t 

i.e^''erids,Churnii' and tuperstition^s 
oi Ireland. C«j\%!8\ cloth ,^5. 6«'. 

W i LI Ja MS (\V . VI AT fl F: i;)V by. 

The C.r.?r' iBtry of Cookery 

JA.>. -•• -til, O 

R aimplo Xreatfsn on Uea.t» WU 

j '.'fi'r tUn-is. L'.-iwn 8vj, 1 1. Lh. 2s. dd. 



WRAQae (CLEMENT L.) — 
The Romance of the South Seas. 

\V ith 84 1 .lustrations, down 8v-j, cioih. 
y.-. 61/. I.e.. 

WR 1 a .'ifTi^ VI Asr hyT 

Caricature History 01 wii& G«Gr i^^is; 

or. Anna's of tho li ; ».-v^ .»! Uar<<-vtr. 
WiiL Froi'lisp'cce an^' ■-%•. t \\o'} Iliu^L-tra- 
*ions. Crown Strt.. cl<»th 3;. tx^ 
His.ory of Cai'icature awd of th« 
Grorenqua ixi. F-jpt. IJ reratutv, 
S'iulptu^-e, v..nd PainciiiiJ. ". u.- 
hrt^d i?\ i'. \V, FAiR-.forr. Crowu «'. ., 
.\< lh, 7,. fid. 

. c. c.Ns r j W YN aY\N~7S'. >rR7lA PEIV -•M> 

Flirtations, V.'ith 43 liJ.Uaik.p.s tv 



■J\RI> r'AKTR'DGE; V jS," ivO. clolf. 



vx III I i t c ^ivi ,vi « M ^ A ZANOWiLL (LOUIS -> A Nhu-. 
\> H.iJ A >.><.»rN (Mrs. K H.).— A teenihCe.nturj Mi-aclc, Cf.\»'nSv\ 

Clilid VViao>» Post .-vo, illust. id- ., 25.' oiw:,^. ^ ;. ai. • i.<irLijre t.i...ijj, tW\ i^wcij, 2,'. 

WlV.r.S fC." J.V,' NovelsTy; .z'oLA (B Al I L E.i Nov -Is by. 



A n E u? » -f(olug Fell o M. C vn Sv ^, 

c-Mi. .... •■;. 
fits Doad Past. Cr w^. Svc/:! th. ^i. 



vrh i.MixK ii.'-!s, by liK:>hsr A, \ i/.i;- 
rTi-T.t' Cr ■•,>ii ISv<j. cV)?h. :.s OwV v.;t;h. 
H^s^W .stoi»pieco. i Tl e Joyo' l.if«. 



WILSON (Or. AM>REVV). by. Gc-nr^^i 
CKrt j'ers o»A Evolution. Vv'i'.h i^j The Horjouf of the Away. 
]» ■■^ir.t'.i.-.n-?. Cr:.»nn 8vo, Cioth, v.y. -^l Abbe M«^i?*"'it'c T.'ar«f;c.»«eii3lou 



C'L..! Sit re-Tins BtUi^ies. W';iruirr.tra- 

|\'..s Cir-.vi ; . J, .■'■.,?l.. 6', 
Stvdleti In ttit^ and Sen^e. With .^r^ 

IlJls--Vn*iC;-. "Or., ..-11 Svo, { liVih, 3.-,-. f^d. 

Common Accidents, and how to 

Treat Them. C-. Svo, t^-. ; cl itL. .j. 6.* 
Glimpses ot Nature. With^f, I'iua'ir.i- 

WINTE r" (Jo 1 1 N~ 31 re^A NO E)7 

Ca^j^alry LUo 
iSft^imer.tal i^egends. 

Cavalry .lilf<^ nn<i Reeaue'^ital 

.LrigGndS, U^s'vMm r. Cro\v./*rv«j clu'hj 



The Porruiie of tni. R^ui^dtis* 
The Contiue.i; of P.lufi4»an«. 
The Di'im-Si'Oli, 
The Fat aiid the Thin. ] Mpaey, 
His Exceliency, | TKa Drcaca. 
The D'/wnfaU.> I Docto*' Pc^^cal. 
I^ourdes. j Fruit fv'n^ss 

j llom»i. ' Work. 

P«iris. I ;^rath. 



J.S. ul. ; piciure d.jfii, ii,;t b ic: 



PoPT'LAR Epittons, n'^diun- 8t., («. eacJt. 

The TJram-Shop. j Pai'Ww 
Lourdes. « Rome. I Tha Downfall, 

With Zola In SngJand. 3y Ernlsi 
A. Vi/:iv'i-,i LY. \;iUi ., 1 -rtjaits. t-u,vn 
8vo. cIo**j, ii. ^trf 



TH3 PICCADlIiliY NOVELS 



!LiBKA«y P.i>>Tiows, m?.ny liiusti 

tiy Vcs. K.IEXANDER. 

»» ivi. Wife, or Widow i , iJa-'vta 

■* .iJf rie's V?^r. t A. )■ r^'.t '.ri'h Fata. 

.A ;.)fe la't.'est. | -V f.r i! en AiiUhj^c. 

Mon.is Choics. , Mrs CHcMou's Cretlftor. 

iiy Wf I'aiii Vit . > hi: .'Hep-niothtr. 

The Cobt ot Her rriiit 1 A Misr'iii; Hero 

By .V. W. AltLFN.- Green as Grass. 
By n. AMDEKSOM.-OiheSc'.Occupadod. 
By C. W APPLETON - Fash Conclusions. 



2»ed, crown Svo, iloth. sj Cd. ei<A. 
Bj C ft AWT JLLLB»*j, 



I'cr M.ih lie's Saks, 



In 



■I'.iiies. 



Ti i recks ri'Tifi: Hand. 
I TV e iJevI'a Di>i. 
Thiv Mort.J C« ■!. 
The Tc) is >f t Vm. 



I'he '~rc;i\ Tabo-"'. 

I>'u.; e- 5 of Pov. s'sIijuL 

iiiooJ ixcyal. 

I.. IV Grf »*'-■: Masterpircfs. 

'i' AH S»..i'l\V'.a^. 

Ai Markol v'-*k!€'. 

L'D'ler Sedlec. 0-''^r». 



ARTBAiaS WARD'S WORKS « ci. aVf^. 

AHy BDWTN L. ARNOJ-.D, 

Phra the iMio'iiiciaxi. | Consccble o' St XichoU 



Ill ST. MARTIN'S LANE, LONDON, W.C. 
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IhK FlCCADiLLY {?/6) KOVKI.S— tt^«<4;fl'-lf 

By Hey. S< &ARlNC-DOMLi> 

Red Spicier, f Lr" vc. 

B3r ROBi^RT BARR. 

From ''Vhosc Bourne. I Rc'Tgc ; 

A I'riut^^ of Good FpIIo'.vs. 
By FRANK BARRETT. 



A Prcdigals ProgTcss. 
W.ir.au o! Iron Bracelets. 
Ff lie -fid fur L'fe. 
Beutreen Life and Death. 



Th« liardingf Scard.i 
Under a Strange M..«sk. 
A Missing- "Witness. 
Was She Tusnfiedf 



By •BBLLE.'-Vashti and Esther. 

By ARNOLD BENNETT. 
'Ihe Gates of XV:aih. | TheGrani Babylon Hotel 

By Sir W. EfiSANT and d. RICH. 

Ready Mon?y Mortiboy. I By Celia s Arbour. 
My LiUle Gii'.. Chaplain ci the Fleet. 

"Wr -Jh H^roaurf CroTvn. | The Seamy Side. 
T':)i5- Soii of Viilcar. 



Bjr HfRT and VRANCES COLUNa. 

J'^-k.smith -ud Svi.olar. j "You Muy Me False. 
"I \\c V Uhi'c ^"^ liic ' V- I Midniifht to Midnight 

By M . J. COLQUHOUN.-Every Inch a Soldier, 

By HERBERT COMPTON» « 

The Irimitable Mrs Massia^bani, 

By B. H. COOPBB.-Gsoffory Katniltoa 
By y. C. COTES.— Two Girls on a Baxg*. 

By C. EGBKRT CRADDOCK. 

Tne Prophet of ! he t'.reat Smokj Mountains. 
KiL. Vanished Star. 

By H. H. CRELLIM. 

Romances of the Old Seraglio. 

By tJATT CRIK. 
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel, 

By 8. R. CROCKETT and othank 

Tales of viur t^oast. 

By B. M. CROKER. 



T?<eC...iden But'cerrty 
The Moiiks of Theiema. 



I Ihe Case of Mr. Lacraft. 

, In Trafai^.~r's Bay. 

f The Ten »ars 1 enant. 

By Sir V/ALTER BESANT. 

Ai? Sorts and Coninuoiis 
The Captaiiis' Rooin. 
Al! in a Ga'ikn ^-"air. 



Dc'tti'hy Fur tei 
TriiJ-jJack. I H 



I Verbena C^-inellia Stepha- 
1 lie Ivory Gaie. Tuotis. 
Th^. Rebel Queen 



!/ Rose. 



"World V/cnt \\ ell Then. 
C hildren of Gibeon. 
HeiT P-'ulds. 
For Filth md T-ieedom. 
': ■■■ C;=ll Her M-.ue. 
The pf-voU of Man. 
The VeW tf St Paul's. 



Dreams of Avarice. 

In Dcaron's Orders 

The Master Craft juin. 

The Ci'y of Rofuj-e, 

A Fountain Sealed. 

The Chaus^eljn^. 

The Fourth Generation. 

The Cliann. 

1 he Alabaster Box. 
Armort! of J^yonesse. The Orange Girl. 

S. tCathcrine .s by Tower. ( The I-ady of L.ytia. 
No Other Way. 
By AHBROSB BIEHCB.-In Midst of Life. 

By HAROLD BINDLOSS. 

Ainslie's Ju-ju. j \ Sow»;i of Wheat. 

By M. Mod. BODKIN. 

Dora Myrl. \ Shillelajih <ind Shamrock, 

r&tsey the Oiitada;ia 

By PAUJ- abuRGET -A Living Lie. 

By J. D. aRA5rSH7!"'V.-51oni Silhouettes. 

By H A BRYDEH. An Hxilea .Scot. 

B? ROBERT BUCHANAN. 

Shadow of (tie S.vord. : The New Abdnrd, 
.* Child of ;<ature. I Matt. j Rachel Dene. 

G;d and the Mcui. \ ;.Iaste.' of ine Mine. 

'\j-irtyrJoin Oi M.i ieline I Tf-u He!'- of I. rnr.e. 

j Wu'nai: .-.id the /".hm. 

j Reu ami '.Vhiie He?ther. 

j Lady Kihritnck. 

' AndroiE*- ;... 

GCLETT BURCESS and WiLL IRWIN. 

T;.c ''(car.ion- 
By HALI. CAINB. 

'^iv.do'v ot a Cdme. ' 6<),\ o*" Hagar. | r>cemster. 

By R. W. CHAMBBRS.-The Kin^ in Yellow. 

By J, M. CH NIPPLE,-- Th": Minor Chord. 

By AUSTIN CL*.RE.~L> Rise of River. 
By Kfrs. ARCi-IER CIIYE. 

Paul Ferrcll. | Vhy Paul Feiioll Killed his Wife. 

By i?.NN3 0OATE8. -Rie's Diary. 
By MACi^i^REN COBBAN. 

The Red Suhau. 1 The P-'.'.-^n ..f isabci. 

By If. iiOVK c'T CAIAEBON. 
The Cruise 01 tup • B-„;"k Pri", e.' 

By Wliu* 'E OOLI-INS. 



Tcv'- Me for Hver. 
't-jiTian "Vi ;uer. 
I'O g!n% c Man>>ir. 
The Ciiariaiar 



Armadale. [ Afte.- Dark. 
No Name. [ Autciiina 
Ba>ii. [ Hide .Ji<i Jctek. 
The Dea'.i Secret. 
0(ii»ftn of Heait.s. 
My Mi5»-'-*llanifeS. 
riu. Woman iit \'/hite. 
The Law ?r.d tha Lady. 
The Hauf-ed Hotel. 
The \." M'sti .le. 
M-in and \^ ife. 
.•'■or Ml«'j Finch. 
M'sS or Mrs, 



' hft N... i\!.igdalen. 
Ihc F.c.ei. Di^oj . 
The Tv'c .Destinies. 
' I S ly :>ic.' 
I itt'e Novels, 
'^he I- lilcr! Leaves, 
jffii-.bei'.^ Dniij^hter. 
T)i: "lilitck i'.ohe 
U':'tft a.Td Science. 
Tilt Kn Jl Gonius. 
t h.. j.<i^a»,, of ';:!ain 
A Ro,, ..s '_'.lt. 
Blind '.ove 



Diana Baf'mgton 
Proper Ffide, 
.A Family l,ikei'.(!«-.s. 
Pretty Miss Neviile. 
A Bird of Passage. 
Mr. Jervis. 
Village Tales. 
Some One Else, | Jason, 
I Infatuation. 



I'he J<.<?^ i.ady Hilda. 

Married ,ir Single? 

Two Ma.sters. 

In the Kingdom of Kerry. 

Interference. 

A Third Person. 

Beyond the Pale. 

Miss Balniaine's Pa.st. 

Terenc«". I The Cat's-paw 



By ALPHONBE DAUDET. 

The Evanpe.iiL ; or, Port Salvation. 

ByH. 0, DAVIDSON.-Mr. Sadler's Daughters. 

By DOROTHEA DBAKIN. 

The Poet and the Pierrot. 

The Princess and the Kitchen-maid, 

By JAMEE; DE MILI4E. 

A Strange Manuscrijft '"ound in i Copper Cylindei. 

By HARRY DB WINOT. 

True Tales of Travel and Adventure. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 



Man from M.ijict;esi.er. 
Records of Vincent Trill, 
Myst. of Jamaica Terrace, 
Deacon HroJie. 



Tales of r<?rror. 

Chronich-v of Michael 

Danevirch [Detective 

Tyler Tatlock, Priv.Te 



RICHARD DOWLING.-Old Corcoran's .Money. 
CO NAN DOYLE. -The Firm of Girdlestone, 

By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 

A Dau£jhler ol To «lav I \ ciiion s A\.,r\r, 
By ANNA'S EDWARDES. 

Archie Lovell. I A I'lastf;r .^aiiit. 

By G. S. EDWARDS.— Snaz:'L.'en;;.ina, 



By O. MANYILLE FEKN 



Cursed by ^ r"..rtunf , 
Tine Case oi Aiha Gray, 
Corani'/uor<- Junk. 
"the -New Mi?;*^rtss. 
'.V'itness tc the Deed. 
jThe >'ieer i iiy. 
[Tho V'hite "^ irgiii. 
Bla( "c blood. 



•'.>tc. 



.\ Hlii'fereii 
King ,A Ihr r.»rt> 
Ma'^^ter of the Ce!?-;ri05V'??. 
7 I'e .M ... viih a Sl-.dow. 
O: e .>laid's Mischi* 1 
f.icry of Antnn> Cra<.e. 
Tn'S Mar's Wife. 
ill Jccpardy. 
Woman Worth Wiuainj, 
vv Crimsoii Crime. 



Double Ci..nnvng. 
The Hag of TJ!a"^i'">nds 

By PERCY TITZGERALD.- Fatal 7ero. 

By Hon. Mra. W. FORBES. -Dumb. 

ijy R. E. FRAiMCILLON. 

C)nebyOne. I AReiUjueen. j A Dog .ind his Shadow. 

Ropes of Sand. ' j Jack T^r,yle''i Daughter 

By HARCXiD FREDERIC. 
S'^tli's Brother'-. Wiff-. ' The I.avnou Girl. 

By PAUIi GAULOT. -The Keil Sipvta. 

By DOROTHEA GERARD 

\ f >ac-;i. f ■ >.i 'ib ^il•: '."rtai.) 
By CHARLEJ: C-tBBON. 

Robin Grav. ; Fro Lr.i-^s of 'j'.iircw. 



Of Hi 
Tiie G 



C'"'.eei' of the Meadr.w. 



\ V 



Degree. ^ 

tn Shaft. t lii.. Flower of tlie i crest 

By E. GJ:4?!.r;(^ILLE. 

The Lt.'^t Heiress. 1 The r,oire:i '■^ock. 



i- air Colonist i Fo'^.~i-ker. | 'I oes iron. ; lit Veld, 

By E. J. GOODMAN. 
The Fate ■-f Hl rber? W.^yivc. 

B.tr ALFRED A. GRACE. 
1 ales of a L .n^ Race, 
By CECIL GRIFFITH. -Corinlhia Mar.!Uioa. 



ui sr, MAiavN's lane, London, wjj. 
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Th« PictADJLLV (3/6) Novels- -«»<t«tt#d. 

By CHARLES RBADE. 

leg Wcfl^njjton ; and 1 Griiluh y^^unt. 



Oirutle Ji- ;ns:oue. 
Hard Casli. 

Cloister and th" Hearth. 
Never Too L.u.«»: to Mei.d. 
The Course of Tnie 

I^ve ; and Sin^leheart 

and Doubieface. 
Autobiography of A 

Thief; Jack of all 

Trades; A Hero and 

a Martyr , and The 

Waadenn^; Heir. 



3 .ive Litrle, Love Long. 
Tne l>oiible Matria^e. 
FouiPiay 

Put Yourself in Kis Place. 
A Terribte Teinptation. 
A Siropleton. 
A Wcman-Hi*^cr. 
The jut, & other Stones ; 
& Good Stories of Man. 
A Perilous Secret. 
Keadiaiia { and Bible 
Characters. 



By FRANK RICHARDSON. 

Man Who Lost His Past. | The Bayswater Mystery. 
By AHBLIB RIYBB. 

Barbara Derinc- I Meriel. 

By F. W. ROBIN BOH. 

The TIaods of J astice. ( Woman in the Dark. 

By ALBERT ROBB.— A Sugar Princess. 

By J. RUNCIHAN.— Skippers and Shellbacki.. 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 

FoimJ the Galley Fire. 
Ill -.be Mi Idle \/atf.h. 
On tiie I-o'k Je Head. 
A 'v''ya(Lfe to the ''ape. 
Jlx)!. for the Hammock. 
Myt'ery of ' Ocean Star.' 
Jenny Harlo'.vc. 
An (Ai^in Trncredy. 
A 1 ale of Two Tunnels. 



I My Sliipin.ite f^oidse 
I Alone on Wide \Vid« Sea 
The Phantom Death. 
Is Hf the Man ? , 
Good Ship * Moliock.' 
The Convict Ship. 
Heart of Oak. 
The Tale of the Ten. 
T lie Last Entry. 
The Death Ship. 
By DORA RUBBELL.-Driftof Fate. 
By HBRBBRT BU88BLL.-True Blue. 
By BATXiB 8T. JOHR.-A Levantine FaraUy. 

By ADELIHB SERGBANT. 
Dr. Rndicott's Experiment | Under False Pretences. 

By WILLIAM BHABP. 

Children of To-morrovr. 

By H. P. BHIBL.— The Purple Cloud. 

By GBOROB R. SIMS., 

Dagonet Abro.id. 

Once upouCnristmasTime. 



Wjthoui the LimeHg^ht. 
Kojrues ai'.l Vagabonds. 
Biographs o( Babylon. 



In London's Heart. 
Mar\' Jane's Memoirs. 
Mary Jane M^kriied. 
The Small-part Lady. 
A Blind Marriage. 



1 he Grey Monk 

r ..e Master of Tren.»iice, 

■; ■* Web of Haiti. 

V -reiol VVyver.i Towers. 



By UPTON BINGLAIR.— Prince Hagen. 

By J. MOYR BMITH.-The Prince of Argults. 

By T. W. SPEIGHT. 

As it was Written. 

Her Laciysiiip. 
The Strangt fixperiences. 
of Mr. Verschoyie. 
The Doom of Siva. 

By ALAM BT. AUBYR. 

The Tremlett Diamonds. 

The Wooir.^ of May. 
A Tragic Honeymoon. 
A Proctor's ^Vooing. 
Fortune's Gate, 
Bonnie Ma^-ijie Lauder. 
Mary Unwia. 



*. eilow of Trinity 

T" •, T-in:or Dcm. 

V >tei of St. J^eiied'.ct's. 

T J his Ov-n Maister 

.jal'aiitay Brwei. 

In Face of the World. 

Orchaid Damerel. 



■l.-s. Dunlwr's Secret. 

By JOHN BTAFFORD.— Dorisanrtl. 

By R. STEPHENS.— The Cruciform Mark. 

R. NBILSON STEPKBNS.-PhilipWInwood. 

By R. A. STEKNDALE.- The Afghan Kr;ife. 



By R. L. STEVEN SOU. —The Suicide Clttbi 
By FHANK STOCKTON. 

The Younj. Master of Hysou HaII 
By BUNDOK. NBR.-Told by the Taffrail. 
By SWBBT «Bd KHOX. 
On a Mexican Musransr. 

By ANl^IE THOHA8.-The Slrea's Webw 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 

In a Cathedral Ci'.y. 

By FRANCBB E. TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships \j\n\ Se<t i Anue Futness. 
Maliel's Propiess. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 

The Way we Live ^io^v. I Marion Fay. 
Frau Frohma«a. I Scarborough's F.T.mlIy. 

The Land-Leaguers. 

By HARK TWAIN. 

Choice Works. , Pudd'nhead Wilson. 

l^ibrtify of Humour. I The Gilded Age. 

Ti'.c Innocents Abroad. j Prince and the Pauper. 
Roiighiug It; and The , Life on the MjsH-ssippi. 
Innocents at Home. 



HviCkltiberry Fiixn. 
, A Yankee at Court. 
! Stolen White lilepbant. 
' ^T.ooo/oo Batkiiote. 
1 AlioiiMi b.-\rreJled Detec- 
1 live Story. 
C. C. FRASBR-TyTLEK.— Mistress Judith. 
By SARAH TYTLBR. 



A Tra!i!i> Abroad. 
The .\iiieiican Clahnant. 
Adventures Tom Sawyer. 
Tom Sav} er Abroad. 
Tom Saw>er, Detective. 



Whi»t She Came Through 
Buried Diamonds. 
The Bl.ickhall Ghosts. 
T!ie Macdonald Lass. 
Witch-Wife. | Sapphira. 



Mrs. Camiichael's God- 

desie«. 
Kachel L.ington. 
A Hcneymo«>n's Eclipse. 
A Yoimjr Drajfon. 
ALLBM UPWARD.— The Queen against Owen. 
By ALBERT D. YAMDAM.-A Court Tragedy 

By B.^. YIZBTELLY. 

The Scorpion. ■ The I-over's Progrress. 

By LEW. WALLACE.-Ben Hur. 

By FLORENCB WARDEN. 

Joan, the Curate. | A Fight to a Finish. 

By CY WARMAN.— ExiJtess Messeuiper. 

By A. WBRNER.— Chapenjfa'f White Maa 

By WILLIAM WEBTALL. 



For Honour and Lile 

A Woman Tempted Him. 

Her Tw<i MiUiens. 

Two Phi< h«s of Snuff. 

Nij.'-cl Fcrtescue. 

Birch Dene. I Beii Clough. 

The Phantom City. 

A yuccr Race. 

The Old Facto 



Red Ryvintftofn. 
Ralph Norbruck's Tru" 
I rust-money. 
Sons of Eelial. 
K^oy of H&y't Couvt 
Vv ith the Ked Iid£ie. 
A Red Bnd-' 
Strange r 
Her Lady. 
■- , •oul'i h,-.^ f it. 

By ATHA WESTBUlft* 

The Shadow of Hilton Fernbrook. 

By FRED WHISHAW. 

A F'orbidden Na»ue | M juy Ways of I^ovo 

By C. J. WILLS.— An Eas\-goi'r.; Fl:Mow. 
By JOHN STKANGB WINTER. 

Cavalry Lite; ani Reg'i-ijeMtvl Le!»i*iids. 
By LOUIS ZAHGWILL. 

A Nineteenth Cer.ci.'y Miracle. 
By SMILE :£OLA. 

The Honour of the Army. I l-Iis M.isterpie.-.o. 
Germinal. | The Dream. '1 i;-; P.ti aiKj lue Tlitn. 
Abl:« Mouret's Trans- Dr. P.iscil. I Joy <-f Life 
tjression. I Money Fortune of tSi- ;J.->i;i;'ons. 



The Cf nquest of PUir-b.^ns. 
Dr:»ni-Shnp. ( Dowiitail. 
His Iixcc''ency. 



Lonrdes. 
Rome 
i aria. 



"•"rjit/Liliicss, 
v\ orfc. 
i'f'.it!',. 



CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOYBLS. 

Post «vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
By MPS. ALEXANDER. By GRANT ALLEN. 



Matd, Wife, or W.dow. 
I*lii».l T'atff. 
Vrflene- V>l.e. 



A I ifa Interest, 
Men' '«; Choice. 
By Woman s Wit. 



By E. LESTER ARNOLD. 

Phra vhe Phoenician. 

ARTSMUe WARD'S WORKS. Complete. 



Philisria, I Babylo: 
Sfran;,'e Storic;. 
I- or ?■ .iUTiie's Sake. 
I.i all Shacle.*^. 
The B 'cVonins: Hand. 
Tiie Divil's Die. 
The Tents of Shcm. 
The Great Taboo. 



Dui'Tircvi's Daiiu'hlcr. 
J">i:chcv, tf Powsyk^nd 

Kinof? V -y:i!. 

; 3.n < io-( \ Masrerp' Jte. 

ThW Mo a' Ceil. 
At M -.rV^t \'.,Iue. 
i Under scaled Orders. 
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CNAirr Cd H^/(\'J*i.'S, Pvf^USHEKi, 



Tw, SHiLr.JNi. 1.0 .r.: -•— '. f«'»#.; .-<i. 

i:y ii«7. b. BAMNO-OOUCO. 

«/ FilAMK BARREIT. 

A. Tr •d!g-:;''s Pr<--^*.<i>s. 

\ "tKii I^ovc T..d Ho:, iur. 

• T,, > . Fold, .'cc. 

• ' ••■"^n of • r >r T'-act lets. 

ly ci»7 W. BLSANT and J. PICE. 
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My • • y.x\. 

I .»•. Si.'.- .' '-ikan 
• .c ' joI '••• r!ii',*';ri\/. 



p fl" of ''.*■ V"!e*L 
I The Ase '. Mr I ucraft. 
I The ■' .n Years Tenint. 



By 8lP WALTER BESANT. 



jJU- 



' J; Sorts iri'i Cor 

rbe CdjMir.s' K j .m 

.MI i"; \ Gar ien I''.4.r ' 

Dorolh >• ^ orbler. 

I':iclc ;a< k. T' '"'*■"• 

Trie ^^■.. rid Went Very Well' 

Jlcrr 1 i il'js 

lor F.iith and Freedom. 

To Cail Her Mine. . 

Th»: ."iJastrr ("lafLsman. I The City of Retiigc. 

AMBROSii BIERCE.-Ia the Midst of Lifn. 

By FREDERICK BOYLE. 

Oiiip Note*. I L!ro nicies of No-nuin's 

> fvjjfc Ljle. I Land. 

By BRET HARTE. 



! he tt-!! <.t It Pauls. 
I lie iioly r '- >e 
Ar.iior*' of '^y-.nes«*. 
M KatiiP'rinc « i.\ Tt -ive- 
\'crl>fn I C" ;'ic'l > ^t"s>hA- 
r !i'.; I vo'y lite [nutis. 
1 l!*, Rcli«' ' 'uti-n. 
I'l.;^ ond Ly.<. . 11 Av.irice. 
"i lie Ri-voU 01 '>'an. 
In Deacon's Orders 



\ 'Moniiau otories 
* Jct'ricI Tonroy. 
l.uck of roTfin^ Cjiip^i. 
Ail Hci/<»< ol .'r 1 D'V. 



V\\\>. I M.-.nija. 

A Phyllis of ihf Sierras. 
A Waif of the ; lains. 
Wnrd L'l Coldtii Gate. 



By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 



j 1 ': •• M rliruoii: ui Ma- 

I ieliiie. 

, The N'ew Abel ird. 

I Th(^ Heir of Linr .». 

^l■ una-', aiul the Man. 

K«dH-l iH-nr, ' Matt. 

• ,:iciy Ivilpatrick 



•t'~ -.. 



*■ Md'.M ■.' iiiv." .Sword. 
A C\\W .f N-.'-.re, 
C.oJ ai>' t'r.fc r I.iii, 
1 ■ \ • Mt. n< E\et. 

Tji." .f.v .f-r ?f rh". Mirie. 
.AniMn V .itcn. 

BUr.HANAK»iiJ? MURRAY.-TheChHria'an. 

Sy HAL.L CAINE. 

^■^f j ri;, ')eeiii>ter 

' he Shad >-.v of ^^• 

.jy ^^.'^ YDEN CARRITTH, 

7 . ^ A. 1- Mi'.urcs lit J(-ne.., 

^ AUSTIN CL'IRB.- For the ..■.■■• of a Lass. 

By Mrs. f' ^CHtk Cf.n'E. 

Pail Fcrroll. I "'Vi-v "a: '. l". "? V.iUcA his Wife. 

By MACLAREM rOBflAN. 

The Curo ci SuuN | T e i;t.', r.u'.tan. 

By C. A.f>LSTON COy.i-.iINS. - The Bar Sini^^ier. 

By MOBT. auu FFAIsOES 'JOLLI54S. 

.« wfc. \n.i'T I'jge. .■)rt>,ot;i i'.v».M.ty. 

T- .osnuiC" uu.'i. I 'I'-'.r- V'iil ..;■« Cfincdy. 

y-tui' M.dirg\' 10 Mid I Vvii '-"lay .V : J-.dsc. 

j.ijjK,. i 4I1.T Ksmiih aad bcliolar. 

V iMf. •' with Forti'Tio. - Frduices. 

By ^f'LKIB COLLINS. 



.Aknudale. | A.tc i !. iJ 
rso Name. | Art'»:iuia, 
h.i<^il. I Hide and fc..ek. 
The; Dea't .Secret. 
OuKcn o' 'I carts. 
Mi> , or M rs. V 
The Ncv .Magdr^len. 
T!t Frctzf^;^ 1 cep. 
The ).:-.w '.nd the Lady. 
T tie Tw-. i,>ci.l.i;rK'S. 
The Hm. ted >lo*e:. 
A <V'. 1-, .-■ , '.ifc. 
*'•. Nrisroll'in'ef. 



Tiie 'vV :.i :. in Whi*c. 
The id'jonslont. 
Man .ind VVlte 
Poor MiSs Firoh. 
Thf Fallen Leaves. 
Jezebels TV ui;^.h':er. 
The Kiack !<oVie. 
Heart anu 6'; it, ice. 
• I sp-> ^■al• 

' 1 ittle ;<ovels. 
j I tracv of Cain. 



:nyM. J. COLvUTfOU^.-Ever, 'rclia33i«*r. 

By C. EGEEHT C^ADDOCK. 

Tfie i'io}.h::r .- d-c 'rrcK'. Sf.ovv M." .i.^airtv. 

By K. H. CR£Ll«iM Tales .ftuc Ca.soh. 

MATT CRIRif— T^--- \drrnttiites oi> Fair Rebe. 

By B. X CROKKH. 

Pretty Miis Ncvil;«_ j '- lj i^e Ttlei, and fuiijjle 

L; i-u: >iar'.iijj'. ;\. ; Triccdies. j ^ff."Je.-vi». 

A liird ol V ass.ii;e Two M '^ters. 

Prni*«,T Pride | ' To Let' | Tlie R.;;d i-..dy HihU. 

A p.-niijy Ld-eness. I Mar.ied or i. ;i;lel 

A Third lers on. ' liner iereucv. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 

T'lc Hvarj^thst ; or, Pc-.-. S^r.atiou. 

By JAMES DE HILLS.— A Sir^n^ M.»n. Script 

Ey DICK DONOVAN. 

The MaM-Hiin:er. i :.'';rl-.,el Dancdfrh. 

Fra.-ked .<n I Takeru .' In thfc i".r • of rho L.t* 

*"auuhtat List.' j Fnm 1: !un.iatLoa Rf^ 

Who PoibOtied Hetty t ceire J 

l>:!ncan? | "W.'nted ! Tri^.ked n Di.jm. 
>! 11. trom MancVpoter. I T.ink by ;.'..u; 



A 1 )(recti\<;s r''vriir'i-. 



I Sl'M 

R'.ii' 



\>JV 



j.tsed. 



My:.v. !> Ji»'"i U'.a r«.ri-..c. i Ri'i'". f. j 

By Mrs. AtiHir. EDWARDES, 

A Point :..' H'n^jur. ! .^ r _i.-.? ;. ' oil. 

By EDWARD EvftiLES'AON.-Rojy 

By G. MANVILLE F2NN. 

1 c New A!isrre> . - - 

Witness to th.- I'ced. 



;r i.-?v 



• I re Whrrc V:r.r:n. 



By PERCY FITZCERALD. 

Bella Don-ia. ] Fuial Zero. I s>e\c >ty five Br<.-s>ke 

Never 'r.rgotien. ( Po'.ly. { Stt' •*. 

Second Mrs. TilkilsoiL j Tao J^tdy ol BranloifC 

By PERCY FITZGERALD and oth«r<. 

Strang*' S^ct'ts, 

By JR. E. FRAr.CILLON. 

Olyinpia. ( K; ig or Knavi*" 

•.)!ie by One. ; R >njar.ces of 'he Law 

A Real Qiiocn, j Ropes of Saud. 

Queea Cophetua. | A Do;? and his Si.ndo*^. 

By HAROLD FREDERIC. 

Seth's Brother's Wife. j The Lf:wtau Girl. 

rrefaoed by Sir BARTLB FRERfi. 

Pan d' ; rang- y. ari. 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 

Robin Gray , Ih Horou- Bout.d. 

r-a; t.y ^rce. ■ rlovve 61 the F.-est- 

i -V I 3!:k of Gold. Th-.^ Bi le'; cl" \ -^i row. 

v.'hat .vi;ithc World Say? ! The Go; ''-n bhrif;. 
L-. Lov*t r.rd War. 
ro> tfic Kii.g. 



In i'.isti.rt-> Green. 
Oupcn of the Meadow. 
A H • .rt s T'i.iii'<Mn. 
Tn. l.'i^d Hear' 



0^^;i^di I>:'ee. 
Ey Mcatl .''."d vSfreara. 

A Haid Knot. 
Heart's L- iijht. 
Blood -%'• ey. 



By WILLIAIfl GILBERT -.!Jiat.sDuk*. 

By EKNJSST GLAtiYILLE. 

Tlie L'.it 'i',ireiS. L^'"" Fossiv,ker. 

A Fair Col')r.c,t. 

ANDHBW HALLIDAY.- -'.n-dav Papers 

By THOirtAS HAHl^Y. 

LTndfr tl Creeii.^.od Tri-e 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNF. 



fHientir. j id!» (r.-ith. 
Foriunes I 00' 
N!i;.s C iru;4iia. I Du.-,t. 
Beatrix Randolph. 



Love — o I fN.iii 

Davir i -.ndeitrers L'is- 

.-.J 'pe-. r ;! n .e. f Caiucra. 

Tae Spectre of the 



By Sir ARTHUR HELPS.-lraudeBiroiJL 

By G. A. HENTY.— Rujubihe jugi^. 
By HEADON HI LL, -Zamtirp the DetectiTB, 
By JOHN K!LL. -Treason-Felony. 
By Mrs. HUNGERFORD. 
A Maiden all 1-orlom. I i^dy Verner'.s Might. 
In Durance Viiu. ' The Reddlouie MvsM 

Marvel. I Peter's Wife. 1 The Thiee Graces. 
A ^'e^ltal Stni}.'tde. ' Ui.satisfactoiy L ov«r 

A Mo.'.ern Circtf. ; L.i-'y P 'Uy .N^craCreUi* 



iStcry. 



1 ApriVs Lady, 



1 



Professor's Eupcrimdiil. 



in ST. MARTI\'S LANE, LONDON. IV.C 



'Zl 



By MPS. CASHGL ftOEY.-The T over's Cna^. | ^^^''^' *n^' ■•''"l-ie- 



I 



a* V'H ?i|Vfc 



Mre. CEOBGE H0OrER.-Th.i Hca.ccof Raby, 

fly Mm. ALFRED HUNT. 

Thar Other Persor.. | Tne Leadcu Ca:,ket. 

Self-Condemned. 

^ , . , ^ BV MARK KERSHAW. 

Ciiloniai Facts am.'. i-iclioTis. 

By H. ABHE KINO. 

A i^riwnGaine, i.GrePM.' i 1 n^sion's lil^vp, 
•The Wt.nipg- of tlie i-BcU Larry. 

By EOMOND ^BPELLETIER. 

Maaatiie Sans-f'eiie. 

By JOHN LBY«.-Tho T indsays. 
Ey E, JUYMK |.||<iTON. 

j The Att :i«iii;i*nt of Lciiin 



Pa'nci.i Ken tv.i; 
The World >VeU Lost. 
Under which Lord» 
Paston Carew. 
•My I.-ove'' ( Tone. 
With a Sni en Thread, 



Dundas. 
Rebel of the Fjunily. 
Sowine the W.nd. 
The c)ju; Tvd Miiny. 
Dulcie Evertcn. 



Sy HENi*Y W. liUCY,-Gi.ieon Fleyce. 

Ey JUSTIN McCarthy. 



Per tin ';».'- Tut.7r. 

Murr l.y'.- '.>t T .i*'T. 

A Cci!'it% -aiTii V 

^' Her Mercy, • Ktr. 

Coiii-; Trv ■( ' ; HaivsSi, 

T'-.. ::;yff ,,;:.: .,f Cly/Te. 
jThti 1-osti;! i>o*her3- 
.}-oiuui i'cid. 
!T' •: Ecii ot' ilushandf. 

\V:,lte'"s \^'ord. 

r^iileii Fortunes 

HiiinortMi':; St.>ri«s. 

jf 2fxi Re.vnr i 

A Maiine Kei.!denc»:. 

MirkAbLty. , I!;;^hSpiriU 

Under Ou:- Rool. 

Cariyon'5 Ycai-. 

For Zd'^h Only. 

Tiie C.\n )n's U i.rd. 

T?ie Talk ot the T', vn. 

Holiday Tasks. 



Sy {?AKfia PAYK 



I A P'Tfct 1 rcas'tri, 

I A C( iif d«Mii;ii Anient. 
' C.lf V -v.'orr r.iles 
i lie Iliirnt vlJJion. 



Su!-r.y Stotici.. 



l>".ir Lady Di^dajr. 
AVaterdaJe' Ne-j.'-hbtmrs. 
Mv Enemy s Daug^hter, 
A Fair Saxon. I iJaraiola, 
Linlcy Rochf. rd. 
All ins Misawt''^H'"- 



Donna ijuixote. 

Maid of Athens. 

The Comet of a Pe.ison, 

The Dictator. 

Red Duiiiouds. 

T«e Rtdrlle Ri t. 



By JtHiuH mACCOLL. 

Mr. Stranf;cr'$ Sealad I'a^k'-t 

(GEORGE MACDONALD. -Heather and Buc*- 

By AGNES RIACDONKLL. -Quaker Cousi k. 

By W. H. M AH-r^OCK.-The New Republic, 

By BRANDER fllTATTHBWB. 

A .'-^ecret of the Sea. 

By It. T. WFADB.-A Soldier of Fortune. 

By {.BONABD MERBICK. 

~Ue Man wl.o was Good. 

By JHrs. HOLBSWORTH. 

Hathcrcoun Rectory. 

By J. B. MUDDCCK. 

Devi Men's .St.ret Fiom lies ;in. of the Deep 

Stories Weinl and VV'ouUerful. 



lost Sir M?.- 
A Wi,j::>ahG 
T:.o J'am:b. 
Owj-ndoliu^': 
1 Ak<: Vat her 



ji ptftjrnce 
. i: irvest. 
Likfj Son. 



Married fci-i'tnih Him. 
Not \Vooed, -jut V. an. 
Lejs ftlack than We'r^ 

I'ai;v,ed. ( B" Proxy. 
Soivie Private yjc'\v.>. 
A Grape fronr» a Tt^orn. 
The Mystery of ?l>r- 

bridg'e. | Fron Hxile. 
The Word ai>.d the W,U, 
A Prisice ■: f ihe blootj. 



A rrymet Patient. 

By Mrs. CAMT SELL PRAED. 

The Romance of a Station j Christina Clui'd. 
Outlaw and La«mak'.,r. | .Mrs. Tres^nsk iss 
Theioul of Countess A.iriaji. 

By RICHABB PRYCE 

Miss Max^veU's Affecii.jus. 



By CHARLES READS. 

is Never Too Late to | Foul Play. ( Hard Cash. 

The WandcrtnjT Heir. 
Singleheart, DouLleface. 
Good Stores ot Man, &c. 
Peif WoHiDt. von, 
Griffith Gaunt. 
A PerMoii'; Secret, 



Mend. J The Jilt. 
Chi; tie Johnston* 
The Do'ible Marriag-e. 
Put Voursef jn His Place. 
Love Linie, Love Lonsf. 
Cloister aad the Hearth. 
Course of I rue Love. 
Autobiogfriiphy cfa Thiet 
A Terrible TBiiiotHtion. 



I ,-. 



A SimplrHOi'. 

Reac'iam. 

A Woman Hater, 



'Veird 
! airy " 



By Mrs. J^ 

"I ones. 



A >Todei f-a'her 
I/weph J r.o-.t. 
Coals of .■. 
\'al Stt;.Mjc. ! Hearts. 



•1(! 



.ier'n Hero. 



'I'hti Way of the World. 

Cyn.r Ffjrtune. 

A Li/j^'s .Itou-nisnt. 



' Bail Up I 



CHRISTiE MURRAY, 

.■•^it of Hiiniaii Nature. 
First r-'rson Sing-nlar. 
h-jb M.irtii ''^ LiT'^. CU]. 
T'uie'.s Revenges. 
A Wasted Ciiuie, 
In IJirest iVrjl. 
Mount DeSjj-ur. 
A Capiu; 'i' Nails. 
By tl;e Gate of the Sea. 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 

One Travfjler Returns. | The Bishops' Bible, 
Paul Tones'j Alias. 

By HUME NISBET. 

i Dr. PtTiiard St. Vincent. 

By W, B. N ORRIS. 

Sairtt Ann's. | Billy Belle-v, 

By OBORGES OHNET. 

Dr. Rameau. | A Weird Gift. 

A Last Love. 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 

Whiteladle;. I The Greatest Heiress in 

The ! rharc^e Path. j En;.:land, 

By OUIDA. 

Two Little Wooden Shoes 
Aloths. I Bimbi. 

Pipistrello 

A Village Commimp. 
Wanda. j Othiiiar. 

Frescoes. j Guilderoy. 
In Mareinma. 
Ruffin.i. I SyrHn. 
Santa Barbara. 
Two <Jrtcndcrs. 
Ouidp.s Wisdom, Wit, 
and P3thi.'» 



I'.er Mm) ;r'.s Darhuj^. 
iThi? .f'rince of WaJess 
Garden Party. 



H. RIDDELL. 

The cJrijnaabited House 
The Mystery in 

Gardens. 
Idle Tales. 



r-^.iav. 



By F. W. ROB TN SON. 

Women are Strane-* | Thii Wf.'ian i i 

The Hands of j iistice 



i-ue Daiic. 



By V/. CIliABK RL^SBLL. 



I Roiird the Galii.-y Fire, 

i'^. the Fo'k sle Head, 
•l.ith". Middle Waich 

.A \ oyage to the Cape. 

dook for the Ha7ij:!iock. 

The Mystety of die 
'Ocean Star.' 

Romance Jenny Harlowe. 

An Ocean Tragedy, 



Held in Hondao^e. 
Strathuiore- i thandos. 
Idalia. I Tricotrin. 

Ir.i'.fc-r T>o Flags. 
Cecil Castleniaine's Gag'c. 
Puck. I Pascarel. 

r.-)le-Farine. 
A Dojj of '•land .;rs. 
5i>;na. j A iadne. 

Piincess N8pra>:n«, 
la a Wi.iW^rV.Jty. 
rricndi.iiJ^. 



Mv S; ^pjnate Lf 
Alone on Wide 
Good Ship ' Mobv 
The Phantom Death. 
Is He the Manl: 
Heart of Oak. 
Th'j Convict Ship. 
The T.ile of the Ten, 
The Last E'ltry. 



By GEORGB AUGUSTUS BALA. 

Gaslight and Daylii^^ht. 



By QEORGB R 

The Ring o' Bells. 
Mary Jane's Memofrs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Tales of To-day. 
Dramas of LiTe. 
Tinkletop's Crime. 



SIMS. 

Zeph. I My Two 'vV'ivci. 
M'*vncirs of a Lap'ilady. 
Scenes from the Shov. 
Ten Comm.'nihnent-s. 
Pa^onet Abroad. 
R»gues and Vagabond*- 



ARTHUR SKE^CHLB Y,-A Match la l> 
By R. A. STERN dALE.-The AP' 

By T. W- SPEIO*' 

The Mysteries of Heron i Back 

Dyke. T^ 

The Golden Hoop. i ' 
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Deacidified using the Bookkeeper process. 
Neutralizing agent: Magnesium Oxide 

Treatment Date: March 2004 
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